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PREFACE. 



TTnderstanding, courteous Public, a preface to 
be indispensible, either as an introduction, or as 
explanatory or apologetic of a work presented to 
your observation, permit me, from the ^* loop-hole 
of retirement,** to greet you — and by a trifling 
^^tism, (pardonable I hope, as we are so slightly 
acquainted) to propitiate your favorable regard. • 

The book is simply what its title implies — 
** CkUhered Leave^^ — not flowers — not selected. 
They are nearly all here — crude, ill-fashioned, 
fragmentary or discolored. Indeed, so much with- 
in the sombre shadow of grief has the tree of my 
life expanded, that comparatively little of its foli>- 
age has been tinged with the sunny light of joy. 
Many of its leaves have been crushed in their 
bud| while some have been scattered to the winds ; 



and of those preserved, perhaps few may be wor- 
thy ot so careful trcasuiing. 

But, 10 drop Ihe figure, these productions of a 
qunrlcr "f a century, or more, c"me before you 
with difTidcnce, at the solicitalicn of sonic of those 
to whom they are addressed, and through the 
generous approval of one oC' our most cslcemecl 
Pocis, though for exemption, if necessary, I would 
add, that hut few of'lhc pieces were submitted to 
l)ia capable judgment Not having tested piib- 
lic_opiniiiii, as few of tfioni have slrajcd into print, 
or. even met the pnriiai eye of friendship, I may 
be excused fpr seme anxipty with regard to their 
general rccRplion. 

Hastily composed at lliQ nail of some prcssjag 
emotion, to Ijcguile Ihe teiliousno sof wateful 
nig!n,llie weariness of pain,orlangotiroffiifki>ess, 
thpy may full to interest lliosc ha|pily excmpKul 
from such coropauianship, lliongh they will not 
enliJ^cly lose theirdesircd fruiliou, if so forlunalg 
aa, to st^oJli or cheer one solitary or sufTcriug 
Jteart. 'I l;cir character, too, is so individual or 
juivalc, ns; ulmt'Sl to deter, except at rrijucst, 
from piibhcniion : lienec, aleo, tlicneicstiity, iho' 
peculiarly aukward, ol inir<jducIory exp!aiialicna. 



PKSFACB. 7 

With a few exceptions the articles have been 
arranged consecutively, only so disposing as to 
make variety — perhaps not the happiest collo- 
cation. 

There also exists a slight apprehension lest a 
shade of wounded feeling might glance over the 
hearts of some, tenderly beloved, at not finding 
themselves as others, individually addressed. To 
such I would say, that some of the dearest friend- 
ships of my life have not been named, nor its 
most touching incidents recorded. One has told 
us of '• unwritten music" — who i«hali give us the 
world of nnwrilten poetry? 

*• D.?ep sink the waters that are calm and still." 

Without benefit of s!!]x;ric)r supervision, under 
circumstances if known, probably t xcusiitory of 
all defects, this stranger volume now stands 
before you, trembling, •• with all its imperfections 
on its head ;*' yet with n thrilling hope, that as it 
is in some di'gree a transcript of beloved uu.'urt^ 
it m^v l>e welo.ome to V'>'»ir heart. While with- 
in the broad shield of that pfirtUd ion- that c.iilcd 
it forth, its author instinctivelv shrinks from the 
piercing; shifts ot* even jj liei.ms critiois:n. 



GATHERED LEAVES. 



FNDEX. 



.^p those formerty gny pupils 

Xines written at \Jie age offifteen 

yjileiiiine - - - - 

-Xincs addressed to II. L. C. - 

^ the death of Miss T. P. - - . - 

J*'encilied one summer moralng on the '^Heights" 

.'After reading Ivadhoe 

i-lines to acconipiny a picture 

P4M|>hra8e - -' - 

■A Com^iirison 

A i^ic, 0:1 Uein«r serenaded 

jrire. Description of Ihdt in 'Fulton street 

To Dr. • 

Ibl^'gy oh the death of Miss M try Worthingtoii 

To ». M. B. 

Hf fore a Shower - - - - 

To the Sloop of War Fairfield 

Inigir'i', written at the Fairs 

iniproni,)ta, «t Trenton F^ls ... 

i*lur •, written in the Album of a Friend 

Licrilied to Miss C. L. C. - 

(»in, elicited by ttte curidsity of a gentlemail - 
mumihity . - '^ . . * . 

[aij>rom(>tJ,'to Miss C. M. C. . 

rincy - 

antas. on' hearrilg the Misses GiUlngbam sing 

Fmpatny with Nature . ' - 

tiinody, od the d^ath of a Sister 
A Lanie'nt, on 'the death o( Mrs. Mary Bnlkeley ' 
W9 Kphruiftai Milt^a Uyram ... 

KDiri^e - ' • 



SicknPBB - . - - . 

A Fragment - - - . 

To Sirence, Hflfr an inlense head-ache - 
A Chrialmas Carol 

Genius 

Son"— dedieaied to the U. S. Navy 

On having Hempstead 

The Wedaing .... 

A Scrap 

Our Pussy 

To the Editor of the Sew World 

A Scrap 

Lines, while watching an Infajil's Cradle 
Epithfliamiam . . . . 

' ' — "~ aFricnd's Album 
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a Frieod's Album 

To J. S. <J. - 

To MissE. G. 

Addresa 

The Garter 

To L. A. N. - 

At Sunset . 

One Lovely Njeht . . . 

Sonnet, to Mrs. C. H. . 
The Camera ObBCura 



eVind 



toger de Coverly 
latharin - 



indy Night . 

On hearing Birds sing 
SirRoeei ' - --'- 
To Catha 

To a RoBB 

Scrar>— The Manner's Pledge to the Departed . 

To Mary 

To Mrs. J. B 

Impromptu, as the funeral of Mias 5.D. was pasaiag 
A Sonnet, lo Friendship i . . . 

For a Valentine 

A Reply 

The toy 

In an Album 

To Dream on .... . 

Valentine : 

Autumn 

Aposioliofe Eccleaia ..... 
In the Album of a Pnpil ■ . . , 

The SilTin Water— Greenwood Cemetery . 



TO MY FORMER PUPILS 



After returning from a visit to Brooklyn, in 1838, where 

I had experienced the warmth and constancy 

of their attachment. 



Fes, cherished friends, I've been with yon, . ^ 

And home, a charm 1 bring. 
To cheer the weary foot of time. 

When pain is on his wing. 

IVe been with you my heart's long loved. 

Beheld each smiling face. 
And marked the various changes, time 

Doth ever certain trace. 

Yet, I recal the happy hours, 

When beautiful and bright. 

Each momiug, as the op'oiog flowers,^ 

Restored yon to my sight 

2 



TO HT rORVXR 



1 browB, * I 



Ho clonJ upon your youthful brows, * 
Ho caies — u heary weight — 

fint joy, and peace, aad blissful hope, 
One«ch sw«et visage sate. 



As round the aitent room 1'to gBze 

Oft has the sigh arose, 
70 think that yMir% was woman's 

And ah ! with it heiwoes. 

And I have lived to sec a change, 
la each briglii spirit there: 

Love, woman's choice and destiay, 
As niacah'a waters an 






Some, "enile of the genilesi, found, 
Have drauk ila tiller ■Rave, 

And early dranghl of widowhood 
Attached them to the grave. 

Their hahea, late bom, in sorrow givcB, 

How have they touched the heart! 
Pledges of love— to those in heaven. 
Union, death failed to part. 

And some have felt a mother's jangs, 

And not a molber'.* joy, 
But, born lo die, its doom quick mel. 

Beheld their first born boy. 



And udMi^ii liii^iiiiAf |l2i4 
Upon their cherished ffUm 

The gloom ti dmtitb Mm Mditl|rWMp% 
And swept them tel». tiiif aiiai 4^ 

WhiU IJiyppintuAiafb wnict hKgli» 
Has paled tlt9 iis#ef |pv0, 

And some, wMi sdak o^ JDf 804 kghti 
Have moamed# idd uB 1km dovob 

And some hatv AwnAikfB QriiaftWiMMk 
And some the coudi Hf |rfa^ 

^ill grace of motioiv once tleir fifin. 
Might never charai igriai ir ^.^ 

|) But twof mlKigli% m beoofiM^ 
So guilelies0 awl siac«ni» 
Have passed t* ltoa#M, iaJ afsrvfet llin» 

Will rise the sorrc 



Life's opMtef jafi^M Cttia MltpMi^ 
God's trial meek recmvedr 

The skeptic, hy dieir ^fltff li|% 
Had sought the ftfiib 



And one — ^that flow'ret womderfiil. 

Exotic, rare on earthy 
Whose genius early bursting forth, 

Berealed its higher birth — 

m 

' ULf^ ■■ ■ ■ ' - • • 



TO MT mniniR rumm. 

Has passed away, liVe some bright dream. 

Or Tision of deUghi, ' J 

Whose ima^e ling'ring long behind, ^M 

Illumes the menial eight 1 ^V 

Oil shall Oif! thniight of thee, hrighl child, 
WflJiE feeling's tenderpEtchnrd, 

Whose prej)en(^e wasa pure delight. 
Whose spirit praised the Lord. 



And, blnsa ya all, ye have my Iotc, 

Both tiviur; and the dead ; 
Grace fur tlie first I parnesl pray, 

Wlio still life's valley tread. 

And praise fur tlioae have happy passed, 
Df^iUi'a i;looiiiy shadow through. 

Who in their quiet beds calta lest, 
With Bpirita safe as true ! 

'l'lii;ir forms, bright angels hov'ring near, 

lu visible lo sense, 
< )fl iiiiDiKtur of good lo us, 

Oft waive direevilhence ! 



I 



LfMitf 



iUMlPii^vM i|li ^nHM^ $Hi nldRlrlMM'BHM)^ 



Dear Rebecca, may^st thoa proYCy 
The paieyfyt ^#<^ei Ibre ; 
Meet with happiness each hour, 
Kor fcnye^sweac ftielitslif^t-fof^ 

And au a ^^muw wm/fdmbump 

Soon a aniimg cherab boy^ 
Secure trae bliss Vit&ont allby; 

But when of ail these jey^possesV 
Do not root me fipoorthy breast, 
lH(Xr kved ff^r forget the wh^e ^ ^ 
^heaoftptywetof friendshtp'vsiiik'! 
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V ALE NT IN E, 



Written in tpatt, at Ihe age of Siitaon, for a Friend « 
Brother was loth to be thought partial (o the Iiadiei 



ACKOBTIO. 

Johnnie, though I love yoo, dear. 

Own it not at any time, 
Huwe'er I're made uty love appeal, 

Never Bhow this valenline ! 

Sure as e'er iu February 

Heavesa heart sine ere as mine, 
All those who love with lerveucy, 

Caa thus declare by valentine. 
Know then, that ne'er before 

Ere this, did my heart breathe in rhyme, 
Robb'if of all peace, and wishing more, 

Led me to write this ralentine. 



TALsmiaL M 



Tonll know by this that I lore ihee, 
'SiiT8*as my names end in T. II. £• 



New Yorh, 1812. 



Oh ! days of my yonth, when bright frolie and Ion 
Their mantle cast o'er me, how swift did ye ran ! 






LINES 






^MdreMedfomyyovng friaaidH. L. C*^!*^., who eiplMMd i 
defire to see fome of my wiitiagt. ) 



A wish yoa expressed, my young friend, to peruse 
Borne thought of my fancy, or whim of my Muse, 
Bo stealing a link from the trammels of time, 
I'll weave, if I may, some few words into rhyme. 

//My 

They may please, or may not, as humor may sit. 
For on wit, or on sense, I can't promise to hit — 
My Muse is so wayward — ^I well know her sway«- 
She often just wooes me, and then flies away. 

She comes, when with cares and with sorrows opprest- 
When nature, exhausted, would fain sink to rest ; 
She spreads o'er the night-hour her magical light. 
Then speeds, with the dawn, her invisible flight 



UDTRS TO H. L. d. 21 

^ea rhyme's not her hobby, she's wild and is queer, 
Attd. what I would have her will seldom appear. 
^t>t "brooking constraint, she will have her own way, 
And. compel every thought to her absolute sway. 

Bat methinks, you already cry : " What's this to me ? 
Yorur Muse, you've described her, her efforts I'd see !" 
But soft, she may cheat you, for oft 'tis her cheer 
^o raise up the full sigh, and bear off the tear*. 

YotiVe attracted her notice, a thought you will gain, 
^h.ich pleasure embracing is still mixed with pain, 
For she, who Life's trials and sorrows well knows, 
Still wishes thee happy, while time's current flows. 

^hat stream you have entered, and bounding, and light, 
Thy gallant trimmed vessel, how fair to the sight ! 
Hope's rainbowy tints all the landscape illumes, 
And reflecting her hues every object assumes. 

Xiife's stream you have entered ! — ^a stream which no more 
Bears the voyager back, who has launched from the shore, 
Tig a current sets onward, how swifl you will find. 
When the rose-tints of youth are far fading behind. 

As on it swift hastens, oh safe may you glide, 
Though vales of false pleasure allure thee aside ; 
You've a PDot to guide and a chart for the way. 
And the promise of pleasures that never decay. 



Then Nck kiI lo lidgei near sham UtftL beguilo, 
Eut speed thy courM onward, — be voyagei awhile. 
And the protpccti of bliss Uiiii deceive by ihe way, 
Unfadintf ihall bloomi Uirougb Etemity'i i»j.y^^M 



LIN€8 



tm THE DEATH OF MISS T. F«###«#i»«T. 



Rested by%li« rei^ of her Motbey, wlio wlte* Um «WMr 

observed that " She was a lovely flower," answered, 

<*Y«»— and lent but for a aeason." 



^e% thorn nrcvt knit sireet plant cf earlf piB9«usi» 

^t, to cheer thy borne of ikieiida* In soUtndft 

'o raise thy beauteous Omn, gyaeed wijth SDib TflfftaH 

leayee. 
And buds of so much promise, and such beauty, 
^hose grateful fragrance, spread around, ravished 
^e hearts of those who reared, and won from all 
^ thought, how delicately lair, how lovely ! 

Bm ah ! soon pierced by Death, the cruel spoiler, 
Sooathy slender stem, with all its graces 
Feh the deadly wound — and ah, too soon. 



24 LINES ON THE DBATH OV HIBS T. P. 

The eye that with delight had trained thy opetiing bnd^ 
Beheld lliee withering droop— and now, the spot 
Where late thou bloomed, how lonely! 

Yes, (hou werl lent. 
And what a commEnt on thy life, sweet niaid. 
That ill tlie liout, when on the wings of thy departuie. 
When u'er Ihe beauty of thy mortal lorm, 
Disease had iriumpbed, and o» that lovely face 
Stern death stood ready t'impress his passport — 
She who bate ihee.sho wiio trained each op'ning thought 

Could from her heartj while nature felt the pang. 
Loosen each tie save that which seraphs bind* 



Yfs, ill lliat liour iliat thou were len.1, mild Failh. 
Iiiiproi,-;cG upon her uiiguished heart, and with 
Su|>piirliiig arm and cheering aspect, bade her (race 
Thy U|n\ard flight to Him ■whose gift thou wert— - 
Ti> Liiii ibc Eternal, and welcomed there 
Bji.'lil iiiiiiil, linw happy art thou! 



4 



A SCRAP 



Penciled one Summer's Mornings, in 1823, on the <* Heights,*' 

when that Burpassinfflv beautiful promenade was open 

to the Public, w ould that the wealth, taste 

and philanthropy of Brooklyn mignt 

even yet restore it. 



O'er this bright scene, 

From darkness and obliyious sleep recalled. 

Mom sheds renewing life, with sights and sounds 

Delightful ! Fresh green salutes the eye. 

And clouds that lingering grateful hide MJCt^ru^ 

The Sun's e£fulgence. As if it conscious ielt 

The power of heat, which threatens, the river 

Sluggish moves, and o'er its waters sweetly bears 

The hum of yonder city's mingled toil. 

By distance tuned to harmony. Mellowed 

By morning's mist that City too seems &ir, 

And rests upon the river's placid breast, 

Like some far isle of beauty and repose ; 

Dor could you deem in the soft smiling ray, 

That gin, disease, and sorrow harboured there ! 

3 



AFTER READING IVANHOE. 



1 



Thia fragment ia ihe momtag relic of a Tiiion, toobeaullfiU lo 
be adeqUHtEly described. It pictured the Jewess Rebeceai 
' iny bellE ideal,' ufler a day devoted to tbe happineBs of 
ollicrs, seeking, during thesilcnce of midnichl, tbe aoUtade 
of the beach, where, amid the simfatkies op nattiek — her 
only earthly soIace,--Bhe might hold communion with 
her God, but the glorioua picture of horeriog angele, clad 
in celestial beauty, and vying with immortal tendemeaa to 
Bootbe and cheer her fllruggling spirit, — wbb merged in the 
oblivion of Bleep — the sweet impreaaioa alone remaitiiog lo 
dispose me to regard thia insignijiaant urap with peculiar 
partiality. 



Ah ! who ia it approaohea, mild as the Burrounding scene. 
Calm as this hour of slillness ? Cold on ihy wan cheelt 
Falls the night tear. Maiden of Borrow ! ah, let it cease. 
Here art thou queen, and sympathy greets thee. 
The crescent raoou, retiring with virgin grace. 
Casts her pale ray o'er ihee, the last and the loTeliert. 



AFTUt BBADQIG nTANHOB. 



27 



The ttm from their bine ehambers throng to o'er aht- 
dow thee. — 

The wind on her lone passage, kisses thy pale foreheady 
And liib thy dark looks endearing, while at thy feet 
The fiur-bome ware resigns its bright tribute. 
And with plaintiye love pours on thy rapt ear 
Strains soothing sweet to lull thy bruised spirit ! 



To accompaoy a. Piclare of a Sleeping Cupid, psinied fo 
Baclieloi, but aever presented. 



s 



All '. can he dream of thee 

Who ao ofc hast Blighted 
All 1i:b winning Tosy smiles — 

His hlooming prospects blighted ? 

Yet, may he dream of (hee. 
And make thy breast hia pUlov, 

And smooth life's irotiblaus sea, 
And gild its latest bUlow. 



I 



oaay, ths "with"**' 




if :C' n •^.rr'' 



CompoBed ^Jfjjf^y 4w|^ ,A4^^I^ .^^ 



{Sweet slept ih^Jl^h^qf Judf^ 
To human view dii^bje^ 

The brightoeae oif A^ Fjijt)iQr 
la in&ney pa93^^} 

l^o^mighty pwjE^r exerting, 
45ee ! patient nrjiere he U^; 

No royal daiins assertingt 
Though Heav^ jipi h9iaa|^e yiefk 

A few ]9iQre w:QTe,wl^.tg|}giLtJu^|* 

Led by the guiiiing ntfiXt 
And gold, frankineeneq, b<e^gci|ig» 

Announpied.bim Kmgy firaao^iar* 

3* 



P&BAFHBAIB. 

Jerusalem attaining, 

His advent tbey declared ; 

Sut ah ! how few to greet liim, 
Theii health ba.d then piepaied- 

Jerusalem was troubled ; 

The baughty Herod feared, 
And oflfae wise men, questioned 

What time the Etar appeared. 

When, false profesBtng worfihip. 
He bade ihem seek the child 

In Bethlehem's pleasant border. 
Which prophecy had styted 

Not least among the princes 
Of Judah's sceptred sway, 

WheQce iheKing^ — the Governor, 
Whom Israel should obey. 

Lo '. guiding them yet onward. 
The star before them went ; 

Nor paused, till o'er the lovely one 
To whom they bad been s«it. 

Where, struct with reverence holy. 
The Eastern sages bowed ; 

The mystic Babe of heaven, 
They worshipped then aloud. 



FABAMSASB. Si 

And, glad their gifbs presentingt 

Rejoiced that day» to see - 
C3t>D'8 Gift of loyb, incamaU — 

The end of prophecy! 

Home, then retamed reJMciiig, 

By dreams directed ther^ 
Nor to the &lthless Herod 

Declared the tidings, where 

The « Hope of Israel" rested. 
The ** Prince of Peace" abode— 

The " Wondeiful"--the " CounseUor"— 
The " Everlasting God !" 
******* -^ 

Sweet ^ept the Babe of Judah, 

With angel guard around I 
Though habitation ruder 

Such heavenly g^est ne'er found. 

Beside, the Yiigin Mother 
Saint like, with sweet peace smiled, 

Gabriel's glad hail announcing, 
The Saviour in her Child. 

And, many a cherub infimt, 

Of Martyr-destined birth. 
In lovely peace lay sleeping. 

With visions not of earth. 



Ah ! had the crael Herod, '' 

Beheld iheir rosy Bleep, ' 

So innocent, confiding, 
Each soft and pillowed cheek,— 

Upon the one loved bosom, 
lui fountain and its rest, — 

O'erbreKthed by e'weefest perfume, 
By dimpling fingers 'pressed, — 

He mte had spaced these flow'iet^ 
On life's Eoon-witheTing tree, 

And Pity'a fount, high rising, 
Ambition'B, ceased to be> 



But, Budden, treach'roua, cruel. 
On Judah'a peaceful plain. 

The mandate siern, descended, 
" Thy children masl be slain." 

Ah ! steeps the hoiy mother. 
Nor bears the dying groans — 

Hesrs Tsra el's sbriel^s of liorror, 
" Oh! spate my lilfle ones"^ 

Nay, faraway lo Egypt, 
The parent pair are fled. 

To save Ihe destined Saviour, 
By night, ihey quickly sped. 



pitApMAra.' 3t* 



There, prophecy fhlfiUmg, 

The angel bade remain^ 
'Till God, his hearenly Father, 

Should call him thence again. 

But oh ! what yoiee in Eama, 
What lamentation sore ; 

The plaintiye-Rachel weeping, 
Her children are no more. 

As, where the scythe has passed, 
O'er flowers of breath and bloom, 

The dews of night descending. 
Lament their early doom, — 

So, every Jewish mother 
Wept o'er h^ murdered child. 

In death, more fond embracing. 
Than when with life it smiled. 

Oh! deed, most piteous, cruel. 
And nerer yet surpassed, 

Sare when beneath man's fury 
The Blessed sank at last! 

But short, O Death^s thy triumph 
O'er souls thus fair and bright ; 

Emancipate, their spirits 
Regained the realms of light 



Whose portals glad unfolding,. 

Received the blissful tiaio. 
Earth's 'wearying bauads escaped,; 

A martyr^i ciowa to guo. 

While she, ibe gentle iaotli«X( 

So lonely in her test, 
Young children gathered to her. 

Shall guard the loved acquesL 

Till life's loud signal giveo. 

With aaimated spring, 
AU clothed ia £ulelesB beauty, 
They'll hail their Saviour King, 
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A COMPARISON. 



Written at ColciieBter, Conn., ona^86t ^iSttliiff.'iA^Ailttiltt, 



Apt tol^em> of rmy Jiifi^ au evenii^ doud. 

One moment decked by days all dazzling orb. 

Too beautiful to last, then merged in gloom, 

Kor Earth can lend one hue-reyiving ray, 

To glad her changeful child of transient date: 

Alone, above, remain the springs of light 

Nor tinks the cloud, though faded into gloom. 

And changed the scene, irradiate but late 

With hues delighted seraphs picture forth 

Of heavenly bliss, to cold, unheeding man ; 

Who, nor regards the brilliant transcript 

Or its blessed aim, of heaven assuring. 

Such change the cloud sustains, faint type of death, 

For far remote, above this darkening scene. 

The radiant^spheres of night, reflect his smile. 
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A.^suriag that he lives, and lives to bless. 

Ah ] Well it then may linger tlirough night's hour, 

Night's tearful hour, and elruggling through the glocm. 

Hold wiik the mourning world, an interest deep. 

A dawn, shall Epriag, to usher his return, 

A dawn, with day's fair colors opening wide ; 

And glorious rising to his waiting- train, 

Hia glance of love ahBoib them into light! 

Thus life's hues faded in my early day, 

My life a. night, but wished-for morn will come, 

And He, the Sun of fiighteouaaegs arise. 

And though by faint beams cheered, through night's ffld 

Oht may I hope lo welcome such a dawn, 
Through his sustaining grace, whate smiie ii Lift ! 



MUSIC. 



Qa being serenaded by Drs. Fanning and Cole, and Mr. Bristow 

'}SL 1825. 

t 

Ok! it was lost in part, tbat midnight melody ; that 
from unreal troubles snatched my spirit, and woke it to a 
sense of living pain. Yes, lovely as it was, it could not 
cjj^ase oppressive sickness, or the anguished thought,-^ 
though had it stayed, it might have softened sorrow, and 
have whiled the weary footsteps of the lingering night 
till mom^s blessed welcome ray. 

But, minstrels of the village ! come again, upon some 

moonlight silv'ry eve ; some night so calm, so still, that 

earth reposes on the lap of JNature, as some tired 

yearling child, who sank to rest in arms maternal, his 

petcy cares dissolved 'neath loves fond vigil, beauteous 
bending o'er him. 

Oh then, on such a night, when Silence, modest maid, 

awaits t^y wooing ; wilt thou not come ? with that bright 

4 



t whose eagle notes require a master's taming 
hand, and which subdued by thee, oh, much loved 7i<d 
and the flute's soft tone, can brealhealanguage that would 
■win from sleep, though witching Faocy picturing dearer 
iorms, beguiled the pillowed ihoughL Then, ye, who at 
that hour by magic skill, hold empire o'er the miod, te- 
gard thy privilege, and bend il to the best of purpose — 
tune the heart to virtue. And as iby lay, soft streaming 
through the transient tomb of half creation, steal'; athwart 
the listening ear, and we awdke as lo anolher being — 
let its numbers be of softest, plaintive measare. For not 
to me ihe flippant niuiic, imasfing the dance, at each an 
hour can plense. No, Music hath her lime and pSace, 
and these must well accord ; and while m scenes where 
feslive merriments entrance such nolei congenial suit — 
yel does my soul more dearlj love, within the satrtd 
house of prayer, the chord! anthem''; silrerv Iodpb, (Si 
wreathing wiih the organ's solemn swell, impressive, W>* 
with heart-ascending praise,-M)r in the compass of (BS'- 
silent night — the pensive Serenade ! 

Then unobstructed, music rolls its liquid wave of varj* 
ing cadence, ihrough the world of sound ; from gradual 
melody high rising, where the note exquisite holds thii, 
trembling breath, li> where, in fainting sweetness soft L, 
sinks, then lingering dies! ^ 

A pause succeeds ; the grave of melody. Butet* tift'. 
soul subdued, assumes its lossagain, in disiam tI t' th W t ' 
more gradual deeply swelling, enrapiured f^OcJ', 
ihiongli the charmed ear seized, is over the deliciotft 

I 



iiiil>ihlomil/bo—» ■adua^akting gliAeft ttUI liiitker 

iOk tteif wiiihiK tkayr daiight^i iistHi, who io irill tan 
jmIi^ or aiAllMtidt mftliifflo oiuhrTeseapJng on the wiags 
of llf|aM» &r apboma^ let my lad spirit leaTe this aethcfr 
l|HVW» iilAO«io%itftlQife» its sorrows. Ha^ppy freedom ! lot 
ithiaache the Ugkt, the joy of hegvea I adoring wander 
thpwgh than sil^ sphei^ which ontpe, combining, stag 
in £iaM*aftna dawn, when our blight glohe, oompleto and 
parot laHed in its orbit from its MakerVi hand. 

iimd her^ the lapse of Time, swift skimming onward,* 
let na irand ; anticipate the hour when soul and harmo- 
ny aaitiag* ne'er shall sever ; when Heaven's productioiiy 
£artl||i)i atemal Harp, enchased in everiaating love, and 
ifsaa^d with glory, shall mid surrounding, marvelling 
Baaven, breathe its first notea immoctaL 

ibad as Goreation claimed the opening song of how« se* 
pkie wiih grace and clothed in bqaaty, &ir it glittered 
Iqrth at Grod^ command, a pendant xich among surround- 
iag wodda ; Oh then the note, sublime, expressive, iu]!, 
ao lofty high, mid h^aFen's bright arch majestic rose, it 
^niKii^ soal mf9miimg» Sut ah ! too aoon it bat itg 
IvH Up graa#» jJa iemtY ; hM the saule oa whieh it 
hmif ^d iJ|Maagh!trH)b(Ai«iajt fiw^ithejipt^sdescendiag, 
bftwfiHA i^ifi yrWfiWJjtb tiromUiag awfi disoloiiag; how it 
h^ aaak, J^evaib ove^ nf^pk, h$4 4kH AUnighty Lova 
aifpfii^l^ Jfa$^ hm. 8(ii»TOg aimsh Aa^ thca. as long by 
t|Wig<lw»J>w ^Mth and^ohai^iag 0o|^ sttstaja^d, thaagb 
njgpmt^ Wt4 <jflPM» ^^ tiwd g^ar g the iMte se^poa* 
wqi'MlPiK^ a^-mmm kmm^t Sg^tt^H ii^ tv mmSt^ 

ling aank, aa feeling prompting stayed. 
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Bui Boll, the DOle is chiinged, and oh ! what plaintiTV 
straioB of dying sweetness, holy sorrow, Eiream aruuDd ; 
iiuintliiig each angel face, with strange anJ beautifal 
emotion! Mournful upon its stringfl, gaihers ihe ihem* 
of sorrows infinite, — how God's loved Son, a willing sao* 
rifice upon iis chords expired, and by his precious dying' 
saved from everlasting death. Then, aa with mercy 
fraught, iia heavenly language, all ihat perfect love. Sal- 
vation's act revealing — through what a world of faarmo. 
ny it sweetly glanced, each gracious strain through ev'ry 
varying sound EucceEBive gliding, (ill blending all in thy 
[oved note, Iranscenduig Gratitude, it melting ceased ! 

Ah ! then as sank dissolved within the stream of bliss, 
those sparkling gems of sound, that from the wings of 
ilutleriiig Cherubim distillf^d through Heaven's bright 
vault, had deep wiibin ih' angelic mind, infused, till then 
imperfect known, the knowledge oi God's wondrous love 
to man ! . — ■ — -What pause, soul exquisite, enauctl ! gj. 
lenoe so vast, eo deep, nature had not sustained — eternity 
ne'er felt belore ; for ah ! 'twas love for utterance loo 
deep, — 'twas heaven too full for praise ! 

But who may speak the glories of that concert, ihonght 
transcending ; when simultaneous awaking from their 
blissful trance, Ihose congregated worlds — ^lo God their 
worship, the eternity's sustaining Ged, — burst the grand 
chorus ! Ob ! language of earth may ne'er convey 
the swell of that high tide of perfect harmony witiin itg 
native sphere ; the sweetest sounds in unison combined 
that ever broke on mortal ear, may never rival one of 
those blessed notes, that now in undulation vast, and deep* 
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aad high,— fdled a wide efflux of tminized delight 
romid the calm centre of Etsbval Lots — benignant soniee 
of Uln ! Strains sach at these, nature had not endured— 
mortalitf had died to hear, yea, leapt the Gulf ai Death 
wi& joyous thrill ! And ah ! if usher to a world of blisst 
vpon my dying ear» may such sounds fidl ! 
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ve of thM which oceoiTBd in Fulton StrMt,B 

:e Msrii-et Slrccl, oa Ihe evening of Januair 16, lKt>'' 



That Jreadlu! eleroenl let loose, how dire ! 
It seemed a mighly monster, giant-roused, 
Mid peace and quiet, horrid glaring round ; 
Oiit-spread his rushing wings of sweeping flame, 
His kindling breathall glowing to devour. , 

Silence affrighted sank, her empire seized, I 

'While gathering siviA his muulle. Darkness fled, j 
Wiih mighty strength he rent the frost amain, 1 
And winter',) icy zone disEoly'd at touch. 
On man's fair home of many centering joys — 
His toil-collected wealth — his scene of bhsa, 
Regardless, swif l he springs ; while wrenching firn 
He hurls the glittering fragments into air. 
And bids the attendant winds disponing hie. 
Agliaat at bi3 coniTol, Bo fleice, so wide. 



PIBB. 
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Pale Terror lifts an anxkym searching eye. 

To ken some limit to his growing strength ; 

While roaring in his rage he triomphsfell, 

And revels in destnicti(m» fiendish glad. 

Hor had he qpared to banquet upon life, 

And launch the soul alarmed, beyond time^ bonme, 

Its tenement resolved to native dust; 

Save that, commissioned by a mighty Power, 

He hence fulfilled the destiny of Him, 

Who, out of matter, spake him into birth. 

And set his limits when he sent him forth : — 

The mighty God, whose mercy unto man 

But for superior good permitteth ill. 

And as above the waves of wrath it beams. 

He smiles the father, while he seems to frown. 

But drop the figure and the scene portray — 
The village tumult <m alarm of fire. 
And kindling beauty of the hurried scene. 
But may I chili my numbers into frost. 
And picture Brooklyn as the master. Gay,* 
In wintry beauty clad, and rural grace ? 
(8hame that so lovely prize remains unsought^ 
While taste and fortune gather to its scene.) 
Th' attempt were vain, as arrogant the thought , 
'Twas such an eve as he has shown the mom. 
But wind and darkness lorded o'er the spot ; 
Wealth, with her sister Comfort, hailed the fire, 
That kept at bay the close beseiging foe, 

♦Guy's Painting of Brooklyn* 



And light or joy drew foTtb ficaa bcsmiBg fryMt 
While cheudeHB Putury hia collHfe Bnugkt, 
Tlie warmth of love, his OQlygift, to chare, 
With haplesB spouse nod children pamliil dcM. 
Most gathered houe, a&Te few whom pleaswe iwed 
On Charity's Rweet call t— • sacred band. 

But, brief ai tooch of tabled fairy wand. 
That fancy-channing, wcmder-worlring poTret, 
Whose final drama gathers all in <mv, 
This -quiet ecene is changed a* cry of Rre ! 
First faintly seizing on ihe doubtful ear : 
Nearer, ihe long-drawn cry thrills every nerre, 
The heEvy eounAing foot aye gathering more. 
While frost, ejtcrudale, tells what birter night. 
The bell peals out—the village wvkes alarmed. 
Each Ejiow-ckd ntonsion anxious gazing, why f 
Down the stet^iglazed.and many-ceutcTlng Etreeta, 
The flaring cnginee, hurrying mpid, pour. 
Man's heart is roused : his neighbar's wealth at'Steke* 
And head and band are promptly levied loo. 
The village Pattot $ — ^blessings on him resl — 
la foiemoGt there, his mnob-loved Hock aecail«d ; 
And woman, too, her sex's fear ingulphed 
In lervid fiiendship's erei-Qowing tide- 
Then hasten lo the spot — be insiant there, 
If aught ossay of thbe c&n aid or sere 

tTheCiliaens met at the Apprentices' Library to aid Iha 
GreekB. There was also a Ball in ih» VilUge. 
t A Hevercnd GeHlleman and many Ladies were lUefullibor- 



Sce» how the brightneiB fonxm a lurid dmy-^ 
Look to the aoow-fire driying through the itreeli ! 
Ah ! who can stand an idle gazer now ? — 
Soil Pity's fountain knows no rise in such. 
Hear the loud uproar of the mingling mob» 
And louder yet, the roaring of the flame, 
Esurient seizmg on each victim house ; 
See, how it struggles in the monster's grasp ! 
'Tis not the embrace of Time, thus rude assails ; 
Mark the bright rafters, tott'ring crackle down. 
The demon cowering at his own fell work. 
List the loud stroke unprop the yielding dome,^ 
Which down with earthquake tremor thundering sinks 
And see the haughty flame curl up immense. 
His cloud-stud banner wide unfurled afar, 
As if in mockery of man's insect might. 
So erst we're told, did Gath's proud giant lord. 
The assembled hosts of Israel defy. 
Ah ! what shall save our threatened village now — 
Exhaust her streams — destruction at her heart ? 
Is Israel's strength not near, who ever saves ? 
Mark yon bright shaft, with rocket force high cleave 
The burning midnight sky — then sudden burst 
In fountain beauty o'er the quailing foe ; 
Simple and sure as that the shepherd cast. 
It brings the towering monster writhing down, — 
Then, as his tortured strength diminished dies, 
The group retire — ^but vainly strive to join 
The broken tide of their obstructed thought. 
The moral lesson pressing on their hearts. 



Preaching diTine how insecure is tile, 
And ihat ofl dearer prized ; while the bereaved — 
But who may paint the mixed emoiiona 
Striiggiins; in iheir brenafa — benumbed in part 
With loas of nil, yet life ia mercy spared, 
Thrillint;lhe springs remote Trom human power. 
Ah ! vainly friendship tries, with Boolhing an. 
To make these unhoused homelesa, fet'l at home. 

But here, unworthy of a muse were I, 
Could I lorget the vohmlary band, 
W4)o, sloih disdaining, prompt at danger's call, 
Quit iuiereat, pleasure, and ihe joys of home ; 
With noble valor, hazarding. e'en life. 
These (eek not home, but ihroiurh 'he long cold night 
Their walchrii) stir ii heard ; and when the sun 
Hia liirdy sentry mounta, all jolh to view 
The blackeoeil si^ene, he finds them faithful there ; 
Cold, wot, and sleepless, but with cheerful hearts, 
The spark immortal gladd'ning all wilhiu. 

Let others run to g-aze with false delight. 
Upon the billowy plumage, waving on 
To lilt of music, gorgeously arrayed, 
While in theii rear, all heavily they drag 
Thatfainl engine of destructive use. 
Before whose powerful breath, the lamp oflife 
Extinguished yields, as 'nealh the electric stroke. 
But dearer far the fireman band to view, 
As linked in one, their ready pride they bear, 
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Witk neat frock coaty and manly girded waisty 
And simple helm had graced a Romfn hrow. 
Yea, Rome bad ranked them with her noblest sons ; 
And Rome's proad eagle, 'quest'ring in our land, 
Since, guardian to Columbus, hero bold. 
Across th' Atlantic's yirgin smiling wave 
He hopeful sped, beholds them with delight- 
Spreads his broad wings, exulting as he soars 
To slake his rapture at thid fcmnt of light. 
But win a caution from the source of praise: 
Was selfish luxury the Roman's bane ? 
Be it not thine — reject each gilded snare ! 
Thy (AAy gioiy be the good of tnan. 
Forgive} my (sdimtrymen, this slight rebuk&,-«^ 
Tile Ibve is trUe that Vientuies to reprove ; 
And if the pdT^^ ^kat pot^ feign, is oUtS, 
"We yield it all, «*^i*h humble joy, to yoti. 
Yea, noble tlwds do tvottian's spirit win ; 
And whUe her i^ye with'tat)ttnre besms on ybti. 
Her soulasee&ds, in Voiceless, fervent prayer. 
That He^ wbo h^dib the elemaits contrdlerd, 
Would;giiard yoa fofeiy aiidst their feanlul vtflfe f 



May you Dot mouro loo lale, wiih sigli seyere, 
A life unblest by sweet domsBtic peace ? 
Thiiugli now you heed it not , each passiog yea* 
To stamp its lone iinpression will not cease. 
Ha^t thou not loved ? full well tliy heart I know 
E'en now with syuipaihy returnleas bleeds — 
Wli.'ii all around is light and life, and flow, 
Wliy swells the Bigh the cold world never heeds 1 
Ere thy heatl hardeua to endure suck ruth, 
3N;ilur« with all het Eynipalhies must melt. 
Dear to thy heart are honor, virtue, truth, 
E'ea let it anchor, where they all are felL 
Lovt, of heaven's gifts the choicest and the beat j 
Love's purest earthly home is 

F(rLMt'./r,, 1823. 
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ELEQY 



On the death of Miss Mary Worthiagton, who dM 

October 81, 1823. 



And art thou gone, dear Marf ? Fare thee weU, attfit 

friend ! 
Bow modest have the steps of thy retiring been — 
How gentle and how quiet 2 So meekly didst 
Thoa lay thy fading robe aside ; and for 
Eternity invest thy spirit — so calmly 
Seek earth's lone and last abode— affection still 
Retains thee ; and that sweet placid smile — ^thatcahn 
Midst suffering which beguiled thy friends — ^imaged OA 
Fancy's eye, are pictured yet ! 

Ah ! could they doubt 
Who viewed thy meek resignings, heard th' ezprestloQ 
Of thy pious trust, that He who framed such ajMorit 
Would not cherish, ever own it? and did not hope 

6 



80 

Wilh rainbow pr(nniserCheei'lbeirhEa(rl«*ho saw timi 
Robed in white, ret eif e bspiisin'B holy sign 1 
Beheld tbf wasled forni urge iis lam Mrenglh to Ksdt 
The hoiKt; orsolcinn prayer ? there, hnmbty- kscelinf 
Al ihal aliar's foot, which eret breaibes of peace. 
And whispers merty I — saw ihee seal ihy spirit, 
Till he bid ii rise, who blesses his own giflSt, 

And in that last sad hour, which nature shrinks itr 
When the trembling spirit, lo its native home 
Beniandod, cbsisod this Itansient fading fC^om 
One farewell glance, and quits ihe fcsfm so fondlv 
Grasped as ilK possrssion. Oh ! in thai hour, whe» 
Thou on this lone dreary way wen entered, 
Sid nci He, that blessed Pilol, who first oped 
The radiant pnlh to lile's elernal shores. 
With tenderness immortal cheer tliy spirit ? 

Hay we not hope he did f for in that hour. 
Thy soul 90 passive yielded lo the mmmons. 
That its clay ten em em retained ih' impress 
Of submission, and on ihy sleep of death 
A holy calmucES rested. And is it nature 
Thua 10 triumph — thus lo cast life's ardent 
Fond realities aside — the roid anfilled — 
Uncbangcd the spirit ? surely, ah surely not. 
Then was there boI a hope for tbce, dear Mary 1 1 
Was there not a. grief-assuaging hope ! and wher J^ 
Thou tbllowcdst iby Rtdtemer, in the path 
Of life, may we dt'ligbt tolmcf ihy foolstcpa! 
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TO S« M. ••^vi^AVw* ■-■^*^ 



Wlio freseiie^ ab«ctle of Wtae, u eelebnis hit Bixili4af . 



Yes, it shall stand a sealed ease, 

Wlule winter passes by. 
Nor spring behold its blushing face 

And laughter-moving eye. 

But when glad saminer revels north* 

If life and health attend, 
Unprisoned, it shall sparkle forth 

In memory of a friend ! 

A Rose shall blush upon the cup, 

To see her bloom out-vied. 
And grateful yield her fragrance up, 

■ 

A solace and a pride. 

Thus, doubly sweet, my lips shall prize, 
A draught made dear to me. 

And if a sigh escape, 'twill rise 
For happiness to thoo ! 



BEFOIIE A SHOWER. 



The earth is waiting for the coming rain. 
So cakn, so earnest still, its silence bears 
A folemn language to the heart attuned. 
The loving leaves, in gentle whispers, breathe 
To patient-waiting tribes, the coming joy. 
The birds put forth their low repressive notes, 
A melody peculiar ; while around, 
A&r, the chant responsive, clear, ascends 
From household monitors, might conscience wake ! 
Mature, spontaneous, opes her lo&ging arms 
For thy benignant gift. Almighty God, 
Beneficent and kind beyond all praise ! 

Oh that our hearts, those heavy clods, congeaM, 
Which to much need revivifying grace. 



VBfOKB A SHOWSB. 53 

Would constant thus, with hope elate, expand — 
Thus wait the blessing thou alone canst gi¥e» 
And ever ready, profferest to bestow r 
E^ecial on this day, of promised grace ! 

Then rouse, my soul, and seek those blest supplies 
Thy sterile desert UDproductive claims ; 
For not more lovely this bright season's chaqge, . 
All bursting into life, with verdure clad. 
And bloom and redolence diffused around, — . 
Than that great moral change in man's brief life. 
When from the drossy element of clay. 
The dews of Heaven bring forth the buds of joy-— 
True joy, whose various foliage ever bears 
The stamp of life, immortal as the soul ! 
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TOTHESLOOPOF WAR' FAtRFrELDi 



Vc9, wave thy slany banner; 

Meet embleni of ihy home ! 
Swell high tile sprighlli 

la music's magit^ zoni 



Adi] bid thy barges gaily 
O'er-ripple the bright wave, 

To gather pleaenrea to thee. 
Thou fair-field for the brave ! 

Yea, spread Ihy board Bo lavish. 
Pill high the sparkling bowl. 

And hail loved woman near thee, 
To light the Beamau's wuL 



TO TBB BLOOP OW WAE WMJDUOLIK M 

But Tain ! ah Tain ! thy pageant. 

To those so soon to part. 
From Hornet that hlissful treasure*- 

That refuge of the heart ! 

Sad thought ! it sinks the spirit. 

Yea, changes music's tone. 
Blights every pressing pleasnre. 

Even woman's pow^r is flown ! 

Bnt, youthful hearts are in thee. 

With hope's bright views elate, 
A smiling world before them — 

Yet, will they^not dd«te ? /Joti^ Ajt-^^ 4UlJu^ 



As far behind, fast fading. 
The shores of home recede^ 

Where woman's heart of feeling 
Is left alone to bleed ! 

Alone ! ah never, nevery 
Their image near and trae^ 

Is deeper, fondlier cherished. 
Because thus reft from view. 

And who may tell what fondness, 
What sonl-felt, fervent prayV, 

Parsnes iheir course far wending. 
Even winning angels there ! 



TO TRB BLOOF OF WAB PltBTTtl 

Be ihen ihy loTed commander* 
The care of Heaven's high Ein^, 

His kindness long remembered — 
The graleful prayer shall spring 

That o'er his bo:=om'8 treasure. 

His fa.mily of love, 
God's Ehielding wing extended. 

His blessing ihey may prove. 

And gallant Slulz, so youlhrul. 

Does eympalhy engage ; 
Oh, may his life's fair volume. 

Prove brighter every jiage ; 

And when old age shall scatter 

Pure silver o'er his brow. 
Be ihere cnstnrop'd fcrerer 

The traits that charm us ncnr. 

May all Ihy rrnllant seasoen. 

Id hnrmony unite, 
Till on (he deck of Fairfiel* 

Descends the Joy of light ! 

Thou, oh my Saviour '. guard them. 

Committed to thy care, 
From tempest, danger, shield them— 

From every baleful snare. 



;»pt. Foshall A. Tarher. 



TO TBB SLOOP OF WAR riUlFIILII. fff 



Pour thou the oil of gladiu 
Their sinking hearts sastain. 

And home, all free from sadness^ 
These wanderers hring again* 

Then, in thy holy temple, . 

How high our hearts shall swell. 
As we adore Thee, faithful. 

And all thy wonders tell. 



at Ihe Ph<1b, August 1, 7S», and published at PhilM 
la, in the "Chun-h Eegisler" of November 14, 

of Ihe Mme year." 



Oh, scene of wondrous beHury !— Let my sool 
Pour its deep Irlbule unio thev, my God, 
Here, at Ear[h's nobU altar, here, where swells 
Willi ceaseless voice, thai shnkes the soliiJ earth, 
Thoiigli moutiiain piled — thy high irans'^cnding pmiM 
Yea , waves an incense hallowed, pure and bright,* 
As wakes an image of most holy things. 

Oh '. let the spirit of ihe glorious scene 
Imbue my soul, and lifL it unto thoe i 



' UnderBlandinj; recently, ItiatMrs. Bntler ha« madeaM 
igurr Bimilar to one CDDtiinrd in ihie anicle, Daraely, et 
ring ibe aBcenl of thi- niisl at Niagara, to Ihe waving of 
n^t, the dale d^ictminiag rKERem^NCE (b heie aSl 



Bere, the deep reeord of the earth-iwept flood, 
And thy almighty Power are yet preeerred : 
And here, long treasured from the eye of faith* 
Kature uayeils the beauty of our earth, 
As from her deep baftisu, soft, ooce more. 
Amid rqoicing wares, she chastened rose ; 
The radiant signet, on her happy brow, 
T<^en of peace, o£ hope, of tender love ! 

• 

And, what a majesty sarrounds this scene 

That pictures forth the attributes of God ! 

Feftt ahrinks the spirit at the awful view ! 

rhe mighty Power that formed, and can destroy ; 

rhe spirit's Purity^ that upward springs ; 

The rast Eternity ^ we cannot grasp ; 

And Mercy*s coronal that crowns the whole ! 

Ob, on, as these delightful waves, may I 

My destined course, through rapid time pursue, 

And yield my spirit at the certain verge. 

As prompt, as pure, as spring these parted wares; 

My 8aviour*s glories imaged as it rise^ 

^on this soaring wreatht light^s living hues ! 



IMPROMPTU. 



Hera nature laughs at art ! , 
And Gkid, his scUnct shon'a ! 

Here, motion wiihoul end, I 

And Matie, ever flows. J 

Here, rapid waters rush, 
And throw their snow-white foam, 
With diamond- spa rkliag crest, | 

And amber-beauteous zone ; 



And, silver currents weep 
Their gentle, loving tears. 
Beside the migliiy gush. 
That kindles awful fears ! 



UtFBOMPTi;. 01 



Here Painting holds her coorti 
And revels in the scene ; 
Hov bright her palette arch» 
Bends o*er the frolie stream ; 

While on her sun-lit brow. 
Soft waves her verdant crown. 
On which, the deep blue sky, 
Delightedly looks down. 

And B^tany^ beside. 
With quiet joy regales. 
Each rural vase around. 
Its own sweet scent exhales ; 

With fingers, tasteful, light, 
The rugged rocks she wreathes. 
And spreads her mossy couch. 
And fans her gUst'ning leaves. 

But Architecture, here, 
Lord of the scene, presides ; 
What grandeur, marks his mien. 
His strength, old Greece defies ! 

Time-bronzed, the giant rests, 
In vast serene repose. 
And guards this lovelier scene, 
Than language can disclose ! 

6 



narBOMPTT. 
Oh! I.plW•»'"»»"°''■ 



NAtukE. 



llmtten in the Album of my friend, now lira. P- 



• .. 



•\ 



Perchance upon some lovely summer ere^ 

When distant iar, mid other scenes embraced. 

You gaze on Nature with enthusiast eye. 

Pond tender thoughts and memories may lise^ 

While pensive Cjrnthia with magic paints. 

In lights and shadows delicately traced. 

Thy own sweet Mountain Homey by thee described. 

There, as my fancy pictures, nature sheds 

Her various blessings ever lavish, free, 

To soothe her children, captive to her channiQ* 

The boul-inviting hour — the softened sounds — 

Last sighs of day, as calm she sinks to rest. 

And splendors of the night unveiling far ! 

Sweet are retiring labor's closing sounds. 

Blent with the voice of youthful mirth a&rt 



r^ruS 



Oh ! ken ye a maiden, most winsome begniling, 
'With a coiiage-sweet Bmile, aoda Eun-beamiiigeyel 
This, drinka up the deW'drops thai rise to its fountain 
That, shuts ia its portal the ready-formed sigh. 

Ah ! lovely's the maiden, yet 'twore Tain to describe btt 
Where jet and where lily, and hazel and rose, 
AH blend in their beauty, and rerel so joyona ; 
They wound as they dazzle, each rash gazer know^ 



She's lively and playful, vexatious and winning. 
But wit hides some treasures you vainly espy ; 
Ab the d(.'w, in its lustre, eclipses the flower. 
Though hid in its cup, purest nectar dolb lie! 



i 
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TheBf safe you may trust her» though aieh and miaehier* 

ous! 
A heart she possesses ^eath frolic and glee. 
Whose warmth is the deeper for this its light cover; 
Whose Jiame is the bright one of pure constancy ! 



t r • 
I % ■> 



m 



Atid wba( is Mbji ? a mi sdiicf- loving' 

Tlmt will aot lei poor steady Woman be ; 
Bill it she have a scrap of printed paper. 

Eve's fir st-horn child, 1 ween. 
Proving himself to be ! 

I wish I had ihe time to set the world aright, 

'Bout that they long have loved to mis-betievt ; 
For ihcy who read, as wcl! as they who write. 
May well conceive. 
That Cain, by ancient laws* 
Would greatest gifts leceire, 

* Luws of pTimogeaidue. 



MAK. 

. And by some late authority (the smile may liae) 
They say the fact is proved, that soru inherit 
Much more than daughters do, (the weald's gtowt 
wise) 
The Mother's spirit ! 
So, erst» the scandal laid on us, 
Becomes preterit 

And demonstration too, would further proof incline, 

As he who aided Eve, aids them as free : 
A recent factf £ think a powerful sign : 
Somali agree — ^Cjno^ 
And with the gift to tmova. 
Is coupled one to see ! 

Well, how we've been belied 'tis shameful e*en to think. 

And Curiosity inscribed en masse ; 
Bat now the old philosophy must sink — 
Now we may pass — 
AdanCs fair children we. 
And men all Eve's — alas ! / 



t The manner the gentleman obtained the poem, 
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tNBtUtAMiTV. ?n 

The lofty Sun recpiTes them for his own. 
And swiftly vesting in the hues o( heaven, 
On glad commissions bids them disappear ! 

And are there those who dare profane thee-^ace . 
To send an idle ship a down thy wave ? 
Hallowed through time ; whose incense since the.nonit s 
The sinless Water sparkled to behold 
His lovely long-lost bride restored once more 
In chastened beauty to his circling arms — 
Has aye gone up, and ever will ascend, 
Protype and high analogy, my soul ! 
Ah ! dare man trespass on thee — insect man f 
Whose mortal life is ever pictured forth. 
By the swift rapid, evanescent mist ; 
Bare he profane thee, who with hope of life 
Would never trust himself, or aught beloved, 
Within the precincts of thy awful power ? 
Nay, where if placed by agency Divine, 
How would life's bright meridian know eclipse. 
And out of life his soul affrighted shrink. 
Ere reached the dreadful verge ; appalling thought ! 
HI could I view God's harmless creatures cope. 
In bitter agony, with such strange death ; — 
The cruel destiny of heartless man ! 

Methinks the age of little minds has come. 
Or souls extinct ; when gid Jy thousands press. 
To gaze, with wonder, at such petty show;— 
Nor heed the preaching heralded sublimi ! 
Nor feel the presence of the Living God ! 



78 INBUMANITT. 

The Living God! before whose constant eye 
The waves of life, no matter what their strife — 
No matter what their tiimult and their noise — 
Rush 10 ihc certain verge — there meet their doom. 
Some sudden, darkly plunged, forever sink 
No more to rise ; while some, with love of life 
Cling to the margin, rudely shaken off. 
But theblcsc few, with heaven's own Glory clothed, 
Mount up to meet God's full approving mule. 
And uelcomed there, partake of endless Mia ! 



IMPROMPTU, 



To MiBs G. M. C. 



^ gentle mai4en ! on that calm fair brow. 

May early piety its seal ailx ; 
Jolike the world, be as thou art e'en now, 

Kor with its giddy circles ever mix. 

le chaste thy spirit, and thy thought subdued, 
And modesty thy soul-sweet beauty's guard; 

io scathing sorrows ever dare intrude. 
But heavenly griels in token of regard. 

iiCmg may the current of thy peaceful life. 
In pure domestic channels, happy flow ; 

Lnd watchful love, and care to baffle strife. 
Be all the trials thou art doomed to koow. 

7 
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Then, when that hoar shall come, will blanch thj «&eek 

DesLT lo laj heart as to a lover's eye. 
Oh, may thy spirit, joyful as 'tis meek. 

Ascend on wtiigs seraphic to the sky '. 

But whete's the language that may iptak the loul. 

Or breathe the teTidemess I feel for thee ? 

E'en ID that world, where Love knoiPS tiol controi. 

There, language self i^ili'sful ecstasy i 



(MFANCY. 



Oh ! tkat tke pvresft monexits of our Mf e. 
The happiest period in this world of ill. 
Should pass from recollection, fadeentiro^ 
Kor leave a «iem'ry of its transient bliss ! 
Ah ! my loTed Mother, could my soul but trace 
S'en in this late, long-separated hour. 
The bliss, the full unmingled bli^s, that poured 
Its wealth of Eden love, upon my heart. 
As pillowed on thy breast I kn^w a home ;— 
The thought were rapture in a world ao cold; 
And balmy as the heayen-descending dew. 
To my poor tunlthered solitary heart 

Who icTier gazed upon the beaming face 
Of aiHess Infiincy, replete with joy ; 
Or felt the tenderness of ks calresd. 
That dtdhdt ibel, entsiitled in it^ arms, 
AttrtHBiatdwitk hfeatlsn— holier iiiade. 
And inward sigh fbt happiueisd iso ptire ? 



And what is happmeEi, if their'a is not ? 
Those passions all sapiae that darken life. 
And all che brighter ones, in conslant play ; 
Confiding love, and hope, and generous joy. 
With added ease, and iiill BBpreaie delight, 
When Nature's few and simple wants are hushed ! 

yes, gaze upon some chemb-beauteous boy 
When gentle eleep, unconscious, steals him hence. 
And hia soft parted lips, resign, sufficed. 
The founlain ol his bliss, and eager joy ; 
Or when, exhaust from play, his tender form 
Sinks calm and happy on his moiher's breast ; — 
Can eanh a picture show of happier state, 
Or one more pure, and innocently fair ? 

The very beauty of the sleeping babe 
Is typical of joy, oi' peace, of love ! 
The silken fringes of the light closed lid. 
Shadow ihe checks with life's fresh roses bfight ; 
The golden ringlets coronal the brow. 
The full formed brow, where not a wrinkle shows; 
But blue, meand'ring veins, tlia temples grace. 
While from life's ruby portals, incense breathes 
Oer all the lilied surface of repose ; 
Unruffled, save by dimples o( delight. 
That speak the still amlinuoiis happy drearn! 
A dream of peace, of innocence, of love ; 
A dream — for such it seems, so soon forgot ; 
And all loo beautiful for what succeeds 1 
A dream, for this short life, alas ! how brief! 
Merged in eternity which lay beyond ! 



STANZASi 



On heaying the VixneB Giniite^am aing, aiseonptniid If 
their Pcypiliu at Eraamva Hall, Flattraab* JvOkttJSfl* 



An ye beings of ligkt ? trig bt %ea|itifiil knxm, 

Vltk cherubio dfde and vdioes of lore— 

bttilling a peace sweet as calm after 8tonii8» 

y^iea zepbyr with fragrance breathes soft thib' the grore* 

Boeh thought might find refuge at least for aa haOTt 
^ raTished we list to the seun^ ye create ; 
fipell-bomid by their mingled and Taried poweiv 
^e forget this cold world^ts darkenid estate. 

'^Qegro as queen meekly reigns o'er the choiCt 
While Penserose Uly-like bends at her aide ; 
^thusidy rapt with a spirit on Are, 
'qUi forth her fall soul apon feeling's strong tide. 

7* 



And risiog in beauty as gaining ia yeare, 
The youDgest sweei sister attraclire we rie^ 
For madetly beautiful erer appears, 
Aai dignity, ci 



And wben ibeir rich voices in concert combine. 
Such barmotiy pours od tbe fancy-cb armed car. 
As rouses tbe spirit to actions sublime, 
Or, soothed by its pathos, dissolrefi to a tear. 

And other glad songeiera were culled Trom the band. 
With dewy young roiccs as clear as those nolai 
Which herald the morning with carol so bland, 
That day with iu tteasutes their rapture invokes 

Reluming at night through the depth of the wood. 
The Fire-fly's bright stars ahooling swift thro' the dark. 
Such magic bad music, to me it seemed good 
Your song so cutiv'Ding had quickened their spark. 

Thai eve shall return wiih its roses and light — 
Its mingling of music and beauly and bloom ; 
Enkindling a pleasure mid sorrow's dark night. 
As blight as ihc 6re-fly'e sparkle in gloon:u 



SYMPATHY WITH NATURE. 



Oil, what a wild sad day ! the steady rain 
Drops cahn continuous on the idle ear, 
Checking each warring energy of thought. 
Without its broad descent forms glaciers vast ; 
And winter of her snowy virgin robe, 
IKsBiantling rude, with his cold jewelry 
Of chrystal drops, and silvery fringes stiff, 
Idoms her weeping, pallid, gloomy face. 

So dull, monotonous, the view of things^. 
No brightening visions fill the poet's mind, 
But direful pictures, dismal to .^e thought — 
The ice-bound ship in danger-haxrowing strait — 
The lone despairing wanderer, far astfay ; 
Or winter in the northern zone, so drear. 
Its desolation chill, consuming life ! 
B^t should the gladsome living soul of light, 
Th^ glorious Sui», pierce through these darksome cloiid»r> 
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Oh, what a radiant scene would bkn the Bight ! 
Each hue of Nature dazzling glitter forth 
Till the chaimed sense ineffable was rapt. 

In sympathy, imagiaation then 
Would leap liie gloomy gutf with piistine ease, 
And reyel in its own peculiar joy. 
The vessel safely moored would anchor ride — 
The travellei cheered behold hie happy home ; 
And arctic Summer, wilh his rapid touch, 
Cluthe all the flowery earth with fragrant bloom-- 
Ph, what a soul- en kindling ^ift is li^ht / 



MONODY 



On the Death of a Sister. 



^t ! souls tuned to pity, bend soft to my lay — 
% Catharine was lovely who sleeps in the clay : 
I mourn thee, I mourn thee, Oh, Catharine my love, ; 
% blessing go with you to the heavens above. 

% Catharine was lovely, but, ah ! she has fled, 
^d far from this cold world soft sleeps with the dead ! 
I moam thee, &c. 

Her voice it was gentle — her manner most mild, 
^d love touched the heart's fount when Cath'rine smil'd . 
I mourn thee, &:c. 

Come rouse thee, my Catharine— awaken all bright 1 
^ thy babe fondly stretching her arms with delight, 
I mourn thee, &c 



./ 



Dh, no ! thou'lt not walen ! then calm be ihy rest— 
Tby babe early galhered sweel sleeps on ihy breast 
1 mourn thee, &c. 

But when the glad morning gleams bright ihro' the tomb) 
Awaking togelher we quit its long gloom, 
I'll hail ihee, I'll hail ihee, Oh, Catharine my love ! 
While blessings imtaorlal ever wait ub above. 

Note.— The preceding ia adapted to an air sung by Iba 
BClrPBs, Mrs. Helmolh, entitled the " Imsii liowi.," Being oae 
of lUose mournful walla peculiar to Ireland, which &roB 
Smith thus beautifully describes : " Call ii wild and dlBmal if 
you pltiise, but do not BligmalLse it with the epithet Howi_ 
when \u roughnesaee, and dicomatic or other diacorda an 
soflened by distance, and as it were diluted by the open air, 
it comes with a dying fall of ioespresaible pliiintiveness upoa 
theear. Itis,! contess, an echo— a paraphraee of this woild'i 
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A LAMENT 



For Mrs. Mary, wife of Charles E. Bulkeley, Esq 



hgone in her beauty — she is gone in her youth, 
^hnght be the tear-drops we shed o'er her grave ; 
^or the seraph of mercy has pledged his sure truth, 
^&lt she -lives thro' His power, omnipiresent to save. 






e lives ! yea on earth her sweet presence remains, 
^ the soul's treasured chambers, where memory allies ; 
*lere, snatched from the grave which no further retains^ 
:%e Uvea in her beauty, though passed to the skies. 



[ Ok yes, her soft accents still thrill in our ear, 

i fier manners so gentle, still tenderly move, 

And while angels glad welcome her soul to their spherct 

the all of her memory on earth, will be Lov9 ! 



TO EPHRAIM NILES BYRAM. 

The Nalurai Philoenpher and ABlronomcr, of 8ag Harbor. 



Tho u Hvest among meo, rare Youlh, and ihey 
Marvel Ihy footsteps never stray from home — ■ 
That llie enclosure of thy peaceful cot 
Holds charms to wio iliee from the busy world. 
They deem thee l^aged, confined wiihin its bounds, 
And fain ^Tould lure Ihee from its still retreal. 

Ah, little know they the rich gift of mind. 
And what a lofty range Ihe spirit lakes. 
As loosed ftoni earth, it reams through fields of space ;, 
Visits each star as some familiar home, 
And their far neighhorhood dislicclly kens. 
Vea, Km they grasp his pleasure, whose dull eves 
Close with their leaden weight at midnight's hour. 
When from their beauteous chambers in the skies. 
Radiant with love, Ihe glorious stars look down 



*v"^ 



On xttdn^ Wide vatioUs f^te^ jyercliaibfcle control, 

And on their Totiafi^^ shed pur^ wisdom's light S 

On such a night, %iram, (li)r -spirit btims-^ 

Basks in a high wrought bliss too pore for eardiy 

E'en such a joy as fancy m'dy suppose 

'Gladdened their spheres, iho hobr that gave tiie^ b&th; 

When their mysterious influence (once believed 

As shadowing forth the destinies of man) 

Darkened the eteM^m of thy human joyi 

But rayed with glory the immortal mind 

ITheir tranquil beauty imaged forth m thee. 

But that the world has daims upon thy powers. 
And for himself no man may ever live, 
Ah ! who would lure thee from thy peaceful home. 
And its most sweet employ, embodying thought ; 
Far from the world's low chase and giddy strife, 
A transcript of the heavens is glowing forth 
In beautiful creation 'neath thy touch ;* 
And Music owns the empire of thy skill. 
As waked from death she thrills the list'ning ear ;t 
And other schemes t all beautiful and rare. 
Lie in their secret chambers, treasured deep, 
Charming thy soul, delighting to come forth, 
And win the wonder of admiring earth. 



♦ A representation of the Celestial Globe, now in progreBS. 

f Mr. Byram constructed one or two hand organs. 

^ Alluding to the Planetarium, since foesun and completed A 
«nd which obtained the gold medal, at the late Fair of th^ 
American Institute. • 
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86 to XPHBltU MILES TtVUlM. 

Yes — Ikatj awaits thee : and her dealhlesB wieatl^ 
Gemmed with the tears of ages, passing on. 
The soul of genius aye is farmed to prize ; 
Else were its own bright visions ils reward. 
And its calm transports set above earth's praise. 
But He, who formed the mind and gave it power. 
Claims a return in man's increasing good ; 
And, steward of his gifts, you may not choose, 
Bui in thy works shew lorth his wond'rous praise* 

I gazed upon thee, when the hosts of stars 
Poured their pale light upon thy paler brow, 
And fancy whispered — ^mid the silenr night. 
When we are sleeping, shall their pensive rays 
Hallow his lonely hust with laurel crowned ; 
When, from a well-spent life, he quiet sleeps. 
And o'er his loss his soothl^ss country mourns : 
While all around ihe tranquil scene breathes peace — 
Peace such as his whose spirit's with his God 1 

Yes, Byram, rouse thpe from thy partial dream — 
Look on iho world — observe ils busy s:;ene ; 
And though analogous ihou ne'er canst be. 
Bring 10 its use thy mine of patient thought — 
Thy wealth of talent^tliy ingenious skill — 
And, higher aid; the example of lliy life, 
Which bends to suffering with a mait/r's grace, 
And like a Pascal's triumphs over pain. 
And if, alas, to suffer be t!iy doom. 
Oh, may the trial leap a nth rei\aid. 



«6 ii^iatiluu ntLtn btbail 9f 

^here Tirtue's testd alone are M\j prized^ 

And eTen here the solace he obtained, 

Which springs frem conscience exercised aright. 

Thea quitihy humble cottage, though it be 
The happiest spot thou ere again mayst know ; 
(As toil and trouble are the lot of man) 
For Nature to a mind like thine, has charms 
tn every varied form she gives to View ; 
And thee she beckons from her topmost tower^ 
Urania's coronet reserved for thee, 
And Health, advancing see with roseate imilt^ 
Her eye all sparklmg at thy near approach. 
As Exercise, rejoicing, bears thee on ; 
While Genius, with her unction from on high, 
Fours on thy head her consecrating oil, 
And Science waits to show thee to the world. 
And more, if more thou seek'st, to win thee forth, 
And break the spell, retirement still exerts. 
Thy country calls thee in her youthful prime ; 
And such a country ! bliss to call it ours — 
Asylum vast for earth's oppressed race. 
And while her mountains pierce the silent skies, 
And her broad waters feed the endless flood. 
Thy name enrolled with her's shall never die ; 
Nay, when these pass away, shall still exist* 



A OrRGE. 



t of Mr, John Bigelo^ 



0)i ! 1^ me gemly in the quiel grare '. 

Sly toil is past, my angiiisheii soul is free ! 
Oh, could yc mourn tbo ransom of a slaye? 

Then may ye weep, loved pareiilB, weep ior me. 

Life was a burden, and the joyous spring, 
Glailsome to all, in sorrow bloomed lo mc ; 

A voice soft whispered, '-ere the leaf shall wing, 
Thy brief spring ended, ihoa ehall cease lo be." 

Tben came the sorrow langtiage ne'er can vent, 
Aa life's bright visions laJcil from my eye ; 

And yawned before me, the lone drear descent, 
The path appointed for iLe most that die. 



A DIBOB. tS 

Amdy consecrate to death, came alent calm. 
Unseen by all, an nnction from on high» 

It bathed my spirit with its precious balmi 
And in submission I prepared to die* 

Bat t3rraat Fain, his torture would not cease. 
Till o'er my frame he triumphed in inll sway ; 

Then, was the stroke of death a glad release, 
And jey^ dear patents, joy ! for I'm away* 

Away ! where sorrows cease, and pain, and woe! 

Where love and joy, and peace, are ever new ! 
And where, with rapt^ye earth may never know. 

My ^irit waits, loved parents, waits for you. 



«• 



SICKNESS. 

Inscribeil willi afiucuonme emiitude to Dr, Lac ius Hyde, i 

lokvn or hia akillful, tender. Bad unremitting cate during an 

intense and protracteii illntsB. This portmitnre of which 

n-ne pictured m load intervali, when the mind waa 

uliiioat inadsqaBie to combine ideas, and the 

liand wholly inefTicieat to imnacilbe them 1 



Sinkneas, dread pow'r, the valtey where Ihou dwell'st 
Ah ! who would enter, tiiat could luni aside ? 
One glimpse within lhy drear domain appals; 
For featJul are the terrors gathered there. 
And hidden, the treasures of lhy powerful realu: 
When the pale Suhject enierslhy dread court. 
Thy awful MiniEters, 1o greet him hnste. 
First, lu'arllcss Pain, the victim seizes stem. 
Casts on tiie rack hishelpli33shody frail, 
And a!, he lums his ever torturing wheel, 
Eath j.iiiit-L'xeruiialing wrench, 60 deep. 
The h;ipli;js wretch eseays to hope the lasiv 
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Bat when complete his talk, he beckont on 
Two greedy Fiends, both eager for their prey ; 
And who can tell, save those hare felt their pow'r. 
The dreadful suffering of their awful strife ? 
First, the chill Ague* chattVing, grasps him firm, 
Ckmgeals the blood within bis quivering flesh. 
Shakes erery limb, near dissolution shakes. 
And rigid Winter circumscribes the form. 

But at the struggling Fever^s burning touch I 
What horrid anguish thrills, — what quenchless thirst I 
The boiling blood, travels with fearful haste 
The swollen veins ; the parched tongue all seared. 
Lies a live coal, within the gasping mouth ; — 
The aching eyes close with their leaden weight ; 
The throbbing brain seems bursting out of life, 
And the bright mind, that lively cog'hance takes 
Of all the body's movements, soaring oft 
To regions happier of fancied bliss, 
Is chained — shut up in dull oblivion — 
The present lost, the future all unth ought — 
Till,, wild Delirium seizes on the sense ; 
Then, swift the stupor flies, the rapid eye 
Wild, on familiar objects glances round ; 
Turns from fond faces, all estranged, and asks 
Who, what, and where he is, and who are they ?' 
Identity is lost ; and home, even home appears 
A wilderness, where nought around is known ;, 
While oft the hand across the brow is passed,. 
With the false hope, to elevate the cloud;. 



It pressoa denser on the troubled brain, 
Which vainly labors agoai zed e 



But when at length he intermils his rage 
The drenching sweais ooze out at every pore. 
To throw llie bakral fervor from within ; 
■ While all exanimate llie body lies, 
And, ihmugh the wakeful night, with visions rife, 
Or horrid, ftarful dreams* — e'en hope expires, 
Assured ihal mora, their fatal strife renews ! 

Thus OD from day to day the spirit fails; 
£ut when their full commission is expired. 
And all deranged the body prostrate lies ; 
Then wan Debility, decrepit hag. 
On her slow crutch approaches to his aid. 
With meagre fingers presses every pari. 
Wounded and sore, and smiles to cause him feel 
How frail the walla of his foundation are ; 
Whilst Idleness, her constant nurse attends, 
Counts o'er ihe weary minutes ; her employ. 
Blow weaving ihem to hours ;— while added paia 
Tlie sorrows of a changing life return 
To cast their shadow o'er the wounded soul. 

But has this gloomy picture no bright hue ? 
la there no comfort in this gloomy vale ? 



tid teaming to be gained, no dutt/ taugbt ? 
1re% confidence in God is here inspired, 
(That all-iostaining, and heart-cheering porw'r^ 
And Patience ever waiting on his wiQ, 
And Gratitude that stirreth up the souf 
Till like the coal tfpon thfe altar bright. 
And soft compassioto likening tts to Goi 
Teaching to feel for others, so distrest ; 
1*0 cheer the anguished heart, to lave the brow'/ 
To poor the oil of comfort on the soul, 
And seek each yarious suffering to assuage'. 
Oft too, it mores those sympathies of heart,- 
Which in the deep^ still founts of nature lie/ 
J9ar rise nor sparkle, save in sorrow's night: 
ITea ! suffering's self is sweet, assuaged by love ; 
Ah ! hapless they, who want this precious balm t 

Eternal God, compas^onate and true ; ' 

Thy presence in this gloomy vale attends, 
Snstains the sinking heart and hope instils ; 
Soothing as that blessed touch, Bethesda moved ! 
Thoa giv'st to medicine its healing power. 
And skiU to be applied ;— and when our souls 
Thy wondrous mercy views, beyond marCs thought 1 
Oh! what glad paeans should our voices raise. 
And ever in the temple of our hearts. 
Hie cherished almond rod should fervent bud ! 



^A FRAGME^lY. 



Bright was the mDtning ; all was blithe and gay-^ 
The flowers eprangforih rejoiced at April's sway ; 
The siin shone brilliant from his throne ahoye. 
And naiuie kindled "Dealli his glance of lore ! 

Bui one, who loved to view such morn, whose soul 

fell a deep joy not anguish could control, 

Wart laid aside upon a bed of pain, 

To muse on blias might ne'et return again. 

But well her mind could trace, in childhood's dawn, 
The fond delight that wakened with such inorn ; 
When o'er the dew-laid path and sparkling grass. 
Gay as the laik her dancing steps would pass. 

An Eden child, she gazed upon the sky 
Wiih such rapt looks of love, they drank its dye : 
And as the breezes fanned her lifted brow, 
Hei heart beat lighter for the fieeheuiDg glow. 
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The birds that caroled on the soaring wiQg, 
And eyery flowret coy, and insect thing, 
Oempviions seemed^A^r heart was nature^s wm / 

[Interrupted by an ague fitt] 



I 



TO SILENCE. 



Ok, blessed silence ! most congenial friend — 
Are we no more to meet, and sweet commune 
On limes long past, whose memory rests u'll/i thee f 
The fond revival of tlie scenes of youth— 
The halcyon beauty of those brighter days — 
Tile tenderly beloved who quiet sleep 
Low in. Iheir moonlight graves, beneath thy watch- 
Oft with the grace of life, through lliee restored. 
They thronging came, as memory led litem back ! 

Wor can 1 hope without thy precious calm. 
To meditate oq noio— the things that are. 
That all surround ; the brilliant face of day— 
The pensive night^ — the changing scenes that speed. 
And wide events thiit ope their moral page 
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in*8 obsenranee, for his souUs &ir health, 
orld of thought still pressing on the mind, 
reet employ beguiling e^ery pain, 
oys once shared with thee, oh say, 
with thee forever now resign ? 

bigher bliss deprived of thy blest power, 
once so .soothed and tranqullized this frame ; 
lust 1 hope to prove the joy untold, 
ep-felt rapture of the fervent hour ; 
the glad spirit from its confines springs, 
3 the low bounds of sense with rapid sweep, 
its pinions on some heavenly height ; 
, wide displayed, the majesty of God^- J 
nderous mercy^ and his tender love, 
nd purify the heart ior him ! 
iss, this greatest hliss^ with thee is fled ; 
noise discordant, persecuting noise, 
emy and mine, harshly obtrudes — 
I the joys that gather to thy feast, 
3 assailing, threatens to destroy 
ught — ^my liie-^my everlasting peace ! 

lal, uncreate, exalted God, 

messenger, majestic Silence^ aye 

;s the world to listen to thy voice-! 

om thy throne in tenderness of love, 

ily knowst the sufferings of thy child ; 

int this boon, so fervently desired : 

ind better thus, '< thy wUl be done*^ — 

ilencef Oh my soul ! 

9 



A CHRISTMAS CAROL. 



Oh, liflup the heart, for the morning has sprting- 

When the earth and the heavens responsively sung', 

Peace, peace ! lo, he bringeih with gladness to eallh ! 

The Messiah expeeled — we hail with tlie Dove ; 

A. manger his cradle ; how lowly his birth, 

Whom the heavens eoald not hold, in his fulness of love. 

Oh ! raise the high song and with rapture advance ; 
And myrtle and palm-wreathes entwbe with thedasce — 
For the shepherds have told of his marvellous birth — 
Of the chorus of angels that wakened the night. 
And the magi have worshipped as Sovereign of Earth ; 
The Etar-herald Infant now blessing our sight ! 

Then gladly bring ferlh hi the iulness of heart, 
The iTihute of love man alone can imparl. 
The heart-Tendered trihute, God ever receives. 
For life-bought salvation, for truth and his word, 
Assuring supports which our triumph achieves. 
For blessings so lolly ! Praise we ilie Lord' 



GENIUS. 



An extract from an essay on that subject, read before the Brook* 

lyn Lyceum, 1834. 



Of the value of Genius, whicli has commanded the 
admiration, and remotely the attention of the whole 
world ; none can be ignorant, though they will 
best appreciate it, who have most fully contemplated its 
heavenly origin^— lis vast outline — its brilliant achieve- 
ment — Its painful sequence. What were the world 
without her, but a sunless day — a night without a star! 
Yea, as memory glances back over the long track of 
human existence, her children glitter forth upon its 
deepening surface, as correspondents to those superior 
orbs, whose sparkling glory ever lightfthe heavens! 
And what that is beautiful in Art, embellishing in Na^ 
ture, and useful in practice, but remotely owes its origin 
to her ! 



iShe dipped her pencil in the shaded bow. 
And glancing round, swift pictured heaven and earth ; 
Aye, with her Raphael's touch, portrayed the soul ; 
Bite strung her chords, and music waked to life, 



\'i'^Vo^\! 



And moticiD yielded to ihebUEsful smindi; 
While Poetry, she bade ihe lovely cadence cbkIi, 
To vibrale sweeily every human nerve. 
Ehe breathed o'er language, and the pastioni taibeilf 
Tumulmous \o obey. ,1 

Light, ai her icfuch, ihe heavy massive sto(^e 
Sprang in Corinthian benuty from the earth ; 
While Fancy's ideal visions, clothed in form, 
With equal act, ehi' chained in living stone. 

AspiiiDg ever, npTvard was her flight ; 
The heavens she scaled, the lofiy stars surveyed ; 
Their mighty distance, and their various forms. 
And every iiihnite phenomena. 
Which o'er our ame-struck V'oild, has waved Gnhlime, 

Fearless, Intrepid, lo the world that wai. 
She gave the neia. in Eden beanty clad ; 
Far in the Icoiely West, a mine of wealth ; 
While from ihe lake of Time, she rolled the mist 
And bared its mirrored surface to the view. 

The ginnl powers of nature own her force ; 
She wreuched the lightning from the slormy cloud. 
And peacefully restored it hack to earth, 
While the rode wave, with tempest revels mad. 
Soothed by her charm, sinks mildly down 10 rest ; 
E'en Wiuds, obedient, own her nice control. 

The qualities of nature, too, she traced ; 
Their mystic laws of love and hale, so strange ! 
And minds, still subtler power^i disclosed to view. 



GExnms. KKL 

She sought the world of flowerg, and forthy all biighti 
In beautiful array, they modest came. 
Each, with her precious urn of incense rare, 
And medicine received the wondrous gift. 
To bind the broken^ ai^d the bruised heal; 
While, joyous sparkling in the beams of day 
Loosed from their dark abode, and dull compeers, 
The mineral world announced her deeper search. 

Nor did she pause, till all that wings the air. 
Shares the broad sea, or roams the common earth. 
Were marshalled, glorious, to the admiring sense : 
Each various form, each grace, familiar shone* 

But is there aught her energies can stay ? 
By her, the past is present^ and the distant near, 
Through her, we travel space, fly o'er the land. 
And compass the wide sea — ascend the cloudsj 
Or pierce the hidden depths. 

Yet highest glory, crowned her purest thought, 
Which soared to God, and in return, he gave 
The knowledge of Himself, to impart to man, 
And views of things, remote from human ken. 
In glorious vision poured upon the mind. 

But time would fail the history to narrate. 
The Student'.s soul-impassioned thought might charmi 
Broni-"mom to eve, from eve to dewy mom," 

9* 
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To name her sons, were yet an idler laak — 

Gocouni: liie stars, those malchless orbs, that Htand 

The briliiaQtcentreEof revolving lights; 

Utir overlook the vast unfathomei] chain, 

That sweeps the heavens, ia partial glory merged ! 

And dare we pause, and ask the high reward 
Of noWe acts like these — effulgent, bright 1 
To pine with want, with sickness of the heart ; 
To live unvalued, and to die unknown ; 
Kay, worse, a sorrow language ne'er reveals,. 
To feel ingratitude's envenomed tooth, 
Gnaw on the vital part, death ne'er assails ! 
Then, hurn with splendor, when her sun is set 
And Death's dark mantle o'er her spirit dosed! 
What eye, that reads such history, but must weep t 
What heart that's human, bat must inly bleed ? 
Deep falls that sorrow, where is no redress ! 



SONG. 



The three or four first stanzas were written imprdmptu, 
one New- Year's morning, and requested by Lieut. 

C G , to be sung on Saturday nights at sea— 

when the mariners toast their sweet-hearts and their 
wives. The other two were afterwards added* as more 
appropriate to the occa^on— and are here (if not out 
of place and character) respectfully dedicated to the 
United States JNary. 



Oh drink to the birth of the year--* 
Yes, drink to the friends that we love p 

And when his old age shall appear 
May we meet and the bright goblet shore 

It sparkles like life to the brim, 
It leavens the soul with its bliss, 

And cold is that spirit and dim 
That feels not the transport of this ! 

Care flies at its magical charm 
Wit seizes her place for the while, 



And every true passion now warm. 
Illumines each face with a smile. 

Chaste Lore, with her train flutiers round 
Ab mem'ry recalls iheir sweet pow'r ; 

While Friendship, cele5\ia], high-crowned, 
Piesides o'er the festival hour ! 

But home, dearest home, holds our heart. 
As cleave we the wide-severing sea ; 

No distance that tie can e'er pari, 
Bnt binds it more firmly to ihee. 

Hope sings to the heart her sweet song ; 

And the nestling joys, wakened from rest. 

Love's melody pours from the throng. 

Then drink to the birth of the year- 
Yes, drink fo the friends that we love ; 

And when his oM age shall appear, 
May Friendship resign us to Love .'' 



ON LEAVING HEMPSTEAD. 



Written in the Album of Miss M. T. 



A thought is pleasant -when it speaks of peace. 

Of gentle virtues and of modest worth ; 

And with it, brings the rural sights and sounds. 

The social converse and the happy hours, 

Tliat win the soul to Nature and to God ! 

Such joys, dear Mary, with thy image rise. 

And such pure sights, and sounds will be restored. 

When far away the thought of thee, returns, 

Sweet Hempstead, "lovely village of the plain"! 

Oft to thy quiet scenes will mem'ry stray 
From noisy bustle, and the prison walls 
That close from view the charming face of day ; 
To where thy sunset sky, bathes the wide heav'ns 
In one res|^endent glow of mingled hues, 
With glory flushed ; and where, thy limpid rills, 
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Or wanton in the breeze, wiih ripply curves 
As sofl it breaihea a requiem to da; ; 
Or where they spread so calmly bright and clear, 
The inverted earth and sky repose as one ; 
Jn ilumber beautiful aod unduturbed ! 
Till, home reluroing from their ample feast, 
Thelowiog herd, with joyful plashes, cotne ; 
Pause in thy beauteous stream, delicious, cool. 
And bending raeeltheiriroBge in the wave : 
Or when the snowy tribe, with stalely grace, 
Or noisy sweeping wing, of gladiome pride- 
Launch iheic white bosoms' on thy placid lake. 
And gently sip, and upward look their ihaaks ; 
Then softly glide with swan-like arching breasia 
Neath the broad shadow of o'erhanging trees, 
lllumeii with sunny spots of brilliant green ; 
The lingering glances of day's parting orb, 
While loves response from peaceful nestling joys, 
Trills its sweet vesjier from the covert bougbs. 
There as you pensive wander, fancy charmed. 
Some careless happy child attracted ihere, 
Casts the light pebble with delighted eye. 
To mark the silv'ry circles kiss the shore ! 
Wiiile the while collage with its roof of red. 
The home returning wain, the winding road. 
The village maid, tliB willow and the bam, 
Relieve ilie picture mirrored in the brook. 

Then must I say farewell, sweet spot, farewell— 
To health, to quiet, and the joys ol thought 
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^oaetted with thee ? nor may I view again 
TI17 nmple cottages, thy heavenward spires, 
Thj gmssy valleys and thy winding streams ? 
Kor lift the dolcet music charming round 
Fromling'ring melodies that welcome rest ? 
•Normeet at eve the friendly hearts that dwell 
Within thy shrine, and make it home to me ? 

K no ! then once again, farewell, my pray'r — 
I^may you hold your rural grace, your charm 
Of rare simplicity, our fathers' boon : 
^d distant be the day, when lux'ry shall come, 
^d foolish pride, and show, and stranger's guile ; 
To mar thy beauty, and consume thy heart ; 
Sweet chosen village of the mystic plain ! 



THE WEDDING 



Of Mr. W. C. nnd Miss E. 11. 



Oh hasten lo the porch. 

For the bride will soon be there. 
And ihe village church is gay 

Wiih the yomhlul happy fair. 

The aisle is slreweJ with flowers. 
And the altar's holy hound. 

And joy and expectation 
Beam life and grace around. 

For whom's this tender iribnle. 
This rural fete d;splayed? 

AfTection's inodcsl toben 
By virgin hands arrayed ? 



Tke vfllage Pride, thfe day. 

In matarity of grace, 
The once loved Pastor's child, 

Now seeks the -sacred place, 

^Uh the chosen of her heart. 

The avowed friend for life ; 
Where the holy man awaits 

To pronounce them ** Man and Wife. 

But soft! ^ds she approaches, 

The gentle and the good, 
Sy manly love supported. 

And aged Widowhood ; 

Who now tn meekness bending 

Her pride and stay resigns 
Nor at the generous tender 

Ox murmurs or repines. 

While that partial love is pledged 
To her daughter's listening ear. 

Which faiihfuUy fulfilled 
Makes another Eden here. 

Then age and youth uniting. 

Lift up the prayerful voice, 
That Grod would shower his blessings 

And bid them aye rejoice . 
10 



TOl death's last gentle eummoti* 
Shall call iheta bolb away 

To bliss — to joy made perfect, 
Tbroueh ereiLiLSting day. 

I ■ 

^^P A SCRAP. 



Unfold Time's scaihiog mantle, 
That Eeais the warmest heart ; 

£eG[ore, Oh youih, thy freshness, 
Tby ignoraoce of art ! 

Thy Joy in Nature's beauties— 

Thy rerel in her charms. 
Till lost in speechless pleasure, 
I fainted in her arms. 

While all around is glowing — 
The earth, the air, the sea — 

Ob ! keen I leel the changes 
That lime hath wrought in me ! 



OUR PUSSY I 

Named Victoria. 



Come hither, little daughter, let us gaze. 
On Pussy's beauty, and her frolic w«Lys ; 
80 winning, that I ween thou lovest her well. 
And all her cunning pranks canst blithely tell. 
How on thy cheek she lies her velvet paw. 
And kindly screens each naughty scarring claw, 
Save when thy love too ardently thou show, 
A little scratch she gives, to let thee know. 
And how at table by thy side she stands, 
And anxious waits a pittance from thy hands ; 
Or mounted on thy chair, in lofty state. 
With ravished whiskers eyes thy furnished plate : 
Ah well ! my merry maid, does mother know 
T' impart to puss, thy share thou wouldst forego;. 
Amply repaid, if after meals a space. 
Thou see her neatly wash her pretty face. 
And then, at dawn, how on thy bed she leaplr 
And«naggiiDg in thy face— no longer eteep't- 



Sweet balmy influence holds lliy bright blue eya^. 
With rapture kindling, her deat phii to spy I 
Or fondly gathered in thy arms at night, 
She purrs her thanlis with infinite delight. 
Till sunk to rest, — ^thea what i sight is (bat, — 
Beside my rosy Eate her suowy cat ! 

IJut when a spell of play is deemed the thing. 
And yon produce yuur ready papered string, 
So wild a irolic then, I ween, ensues. 
As casts the gauntlet 1o my prosing muse ; 
Bidding her quick, though vain her art essay. 
The viviiJ beauty of the scene portray ! 
And first, how daintily she turne her head. 
As though " such trifles I despise," she said ; 
With glance indifferent, TJews it careless swing. 
Scorning to heed the petty, senseless thing — 
Till as the rustling paper, circling, nears. 
Observe the busy moiion of her ears, 
And mark her quaintly lift her snowy paw, 
As half afraid lij toueh the thing she saw. 
Yet as the luring bait receding slides, 
Kee ! how with curious claw, she after glides ; 
Patting so gently, with such native grace. 
As fascinates the eye her wiles to irace. 
But, as it cheats, her quickened senses glow ; 
And, fixing keen her eyes, and crouching Jow, 
Each limb adjusting nice in proper place. 
She wails the " nick of time" to give it chase. 
And then such forward, backward, zigzag glancing — 
Such running, leaping, bouncing, pouncing, prancin;. 



Till fairly seized ; then huggitfgti equeezfagv eMria§;' 

Then scrAtbhltK^j roiling, toMthig, touaing, goaVrlngt^l 

As §hows all motion genial to heir grtice, 

And little need- Calystheniet to trabe ! 

Kow, round and roand, wltk ra)^id whirl she $fW9%)^' 

Now over chairs and tables nimbly leap9» 

Now vaults askance, with arching back and taiU* 

Then mad with glee, renews the brisk assail ; 

Or stands at bay, like some bright charmed thlnlf-, 

Pegasus* pigmy mimic, sans a wing — 

Till, in a tangent, off like lightning^s streak 

She sudden starts to play at *' hide go seek." 

Anon beneath the curiam, closely hid, 
She watches eagerly thy evVy bid. 
With soul of life and eyes so keen intense, 
No motion 'scapes her routed and ready sense, 
When out she pops, in sudden antic freak, ^ 

Adroitly tapping thee on cither cheek. 
As makes thy little heart go pit a pat. 
And though delighted, fear thy capering cat! 
While thy droll laugh, evincive of the same. 
Adds happy music to tho sprightly game. 
Then, as the spirit kindles in her eye. 
Oh, mark her motion ! for she seoms to fly ! 
Now hero, now there, now up, now down, she IHsIni — 
Now round and round, then on thy back, she whisks'; 
When overcome with sport adown you lie 
For very mirth, tho tear-drop in thine eye ? • 

And yet our Fussy has a modest mien !' 

& rare a cat I'm sure is seldom seen ; 

10* 



114 OUK PCSST. 

A very lady in her every fporl, 

As ihough bred up in Englaod's polished court ; 

Nor could B beauiy [hat I ever saw, 

E'er sport a fan as she her matchiesa paw ! 

Why e'en Victoria, Puss, might envy thee 

Thy riuiet ease, iby rnotioos ever free. 

Thy mediiaiive power— ihy watchful eye — 

Thy energy to act — ihy skill to spy ! 

for need the royal Maiil disdain compare 

With thee, our Pussy, beautiful and fair — ^; 

Fair as ibe snow upon ihf mountain's crest. 

Thy arching forehead, and thy rounded chest; 

While thy clear placid face, and dove-like eye, 

Win fondness lo ihce, though ibou seem'st so shy r 

And that neai parted jet upon ihy brow, 

Is maiden-like and dignified. I irow : 

And sure, the gifted Queen must yield to thee 

The palm of grace, as charmed she owneth free 

The band that formed her beauty, gave thee thine. 

Alike in one, both jeioe/ and its shrine ! 

But see her now. as mosi demure ahe dta. 
Gazing inlently, all absorbed hiT wits, 
^ o very still her foot, her ear. her eye, 
A- il uiuonsciouB of what's passing hy ; — 
What an fbi.u dreaming ol ? DiarPuss, dotellf 
A penny for ihy iloughis, I'd give right well ! 
An dri-aniiiig of a lover, like ihe Queen 1 
Or samede^r hille mouse, behind the screen t 
f-T t'hinning schemes 10 circumvent the mice. 
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Or gain admittance to the dainties nice ? 
Or is thy mind with gratitude replete, 
Musing on thy much favored calm retreat — 
Sheltered from hann — by infant love carest — 
Thy mistress? iavorite and a cherished guest ? 
Whaie'er the theme, I wager, if thy ear 
Catch but the rustling of some movement near, 
Or if a ball roll smoothly o*er the floor. 
Away thon'lt scamper, and forget thy lore. 
As round and round, in merry guise you go — 
Sooth, tripping *' on the light fantastic toe !" 

And may the lovely girl who fills the throne, 
A star ol beauty in the royal zone. 
Like thee be happy in domestic state. 
And thy transcending virtues imitate. 
May she, like thee, possess a walchtul ear. 
The plaints of tried humanity to hear — 
Be prompt to act where duty points the way. 
And make clandestine spoilers fear her sway: 
Guarding her realm from all intestine strife, 
Oh ! may she lead a peaceful, happy life ! 
And ne*er may cares of state so weighty pte» 
On her young bosom's gentle tenderness. 
But that (all ripe in body and in mind) 
When frolic offers she may be inclined : 
And when a " game of romps" the queen shall sajr* 
May such as ye, dear Kate, be there to play — 
For, well 1 wot, no rarer sport is seen^ 
la •' m$rry England!*^ by the British Queen I 



TO THE EDITOR OF THE NEW 
WORLD. 



lalended to iu'comjiany !i vojiy of ■' Our PusEy" for publicaliM' 



Dear Sir — AllLough the enclosed I send, 
Twill scarce lo poeiry prclcnJ — 
Falling so ahorl, it truubles me, 
Of what I meani tLai it should be. 
But if a body coulil but write 
Jus! when the spirit moves to indite. 
Then aomeiliiiig belter you might sec, 
But that is not the " luck" for me ! 
The Muses they're old maids, you know ; 
When children come, they haste lo go ! 
Or, if some housewifury appear, 
They couri'sy with — " Eicuso me, dear." 
So all thai I can say, is this — 
I deemed, if not too much amiss. 
Some foUi/. in " The New World" placed. 
Might find some readers whom it graced ; 
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Or help to aid a vacant spot, 
When better matter mayn't be got ; 
Or, last excuse, I thought it odds 
If not preferred to using quods. 
But if your keen and critic eye, 
As' trash sees fit to pass it by. 
Unworthy of your ponderous paper — 
Why, then, commend it to your taper ! 
I can't to intercourse pretend, 
Yet sign myself your partial friend ; 
1 therefore veil my name pro. tem. 
And only sign the letter, M. 

P. S. As brevity's the soul of wit. 
And you, her agent, practice it, 
As Noah says with " sni^k and snee," 
Making some authors quickly flee. 
Yet postscripts all-important are — 
The drudge our lame excuse to bear ; 
As such, commend I this to thee. 
The " rank to market" though it be. 

Not having time to parse puss throuffh. 
Its syntax I'd refer to you ; 
And beg you'd cast a glance at it 
To judge, if for the Public fit ; 
As long 'tis, since I quit the school, 
While you from practice, know each rule ; 
And can discern with rapid skill, 
£lse to require such task were ill I 
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I hope the nouns and verbs agree, 

AsnodivciTceswouldlEee 

'iMong characters in their high slaiiooa ; 

Disturbing all iheir wide relations, 

flor only ihem, but yon and me. 

In fact, the whole commmiiiy ! 



O -wherefcjrc do I linger 1 
This world is not for me ; 

lis very pleasures Eaddeu, 
And false iis seeming glee. 

My heart was formed for beaven, 
Wderc truth and love abide ; 

And blissful spirits parted. 
Are beck'ning to their side ! 

Then wherefore, wherefore linger 
This world is not for me, 

lis clinicesl pleasures sadden, 
Or bring satiety. 



s 



LINES 



Written while watching an Infant's cradle^ during the intermeiM 

of its Mothelr. 



It slept in beauty ! For no sorrow dimmed 
The blissful visions of its infant mind, 
Calm and unconscious in its happy rest, 
Of the sad change in its young destiny :— 
Unmindful that the form that gave it birth 
And pillowed its fair brow upon her breast. 
And ministered with love, to all its wants— 
In cold unconsciousness was bearing hence 
From the dear home of industry and love, 
To that far bourne whence no return is found ; 
To list no more her children's artless themes. 
Their prattle, or complaint of petty griefs, 
To kiss the wound a mother's love aye heals. 
And cause the smile to sparkle through the tear ; 
No more, to watch with anxious eye to check 



ABghl that might dim the lustre of their souls, 

Ot mu ih«ir health, and in each little joy 

hnkipaie is oalj mother can ; 

Hoi e'er again behold with glad delight 

Ttteir beaming eyes unclose Irom balmy sleep, 

And with her husband joy in their sweel bahes ; 

Yea, one will miss thee in thy gentle path, 

And treasure load the image of thy ivays, 

While the sweet babe that sleeps will miss thy caie, 

And scarcely recollect the untiring love 

The youngest one is destined ne'er to prove. 

Ah! is it wrong to hope, since thus recalled 

From the fair Beld of earthly labor — these 

Bright jewelsol thy nuptial love, heart clasped ; 

Thou may'st in spiiii ever hover near, 

And though to them invisible, instill 

Into their youthful minds, pure heavenly thoughts. 

And prompt to good, and guard from every ill ; 

And minister to tbera as heiis of bliss, 

Of God's eihaustkss, and enduring love 1 



I 



EPITHALAMIUM. 



HTss E. C* with one of the earliest roses of 8^ 



lUQBMf. 



^Qot simple rose ! my fayorite flower. 

And messenger moft sweet, 
Seek Grleniwonh's happy nuptial bower, 

And with -hesi wishes greet. 

Tell her, though absent from the tluroDg 

Now, gladsomi* with delight. 
My thoughts are hid anoong thy leaves,. 

Thisblushm^l>ridal night. 

And whisper gently m ber ear 
While blooming on her breast; 

The wish, that ^-ieve may nestle them 
A Lonslantp cherished ^tie^/.*' 

Sid her not dread thv thorna, sweet flowery 
&y, though they yield a smart, 

II 



3 trnvALJimnm. 

The7 STcr Ktve 10 guard Iotc's pewvr. 
And purify [he heart> 

And, embipDi of her \Ht, be ihou. 
With bloonr and Irs^rane? fraugbl; 

Mor grief nor sotrmv e'eralloy, 
Sut what with love ia wroughl. 



AN APOLOGr, 



let roe gHze on lhn«e swept eyes, 

TIml K'ml a ehiirm 10 iJ^Ui, 
Where jirctiouw ilioiijlus (ori'ver beam. 

With ini.h's own luci/c brighk: 

So like those orbs, now c!ci»'d in death, 
Wliosc glunce sini j»y I" mine, — 

O may ihy life be pure a^^ hir?, 
iio &h>ill l)er death be ihiur. 



AN APOLOGY 



In a Fciend*8 Album. 



Dear £. I (hame to place my name 

Within this book of thine ; 
My gentle fritud^ can you extend 

Foigivene^ to my cirime ? 

Alas ! a yeaf abd' moire I fear, 

IVe kept tliy valued book ; 
And hid its leayes from bearing sheaves, 

On which youM joy to look. 

Yet me excuse — my wayward muse 
Aye scorns to be confined ; 

She's very larae-7-you see she's taiae— - 
And also sometimes blind. 

Else thy dear face sheM joy to.trape 
.^n^t^VfA uju uiy heart ; . 



tS XrOLOBT. 

So rery mild, «b aome swMt sbM^ 
DeToid of guile rikI ml. 

Ti) there I mc iboalt piiy me. 

Who lall 90 T«y short 
Of duiy'sclaim. ibai I for chaine 

Scarce dare eipriK the tbought-^ — 

That though mr muse ber aid reftisw- 

Thon'ri e»er dtar i» mc ; 
And wheB in ind I tiA thy trieai^ 

Tis with itRctrjfy .' 



TO A PUPIU. 



Yes, I must love thee, while ihr mind disctoM% 
Pure iarmcenei' c»t though: mstnined bjr ^ile ; 
Fat not more sweedy t.loems lifr'a op'oing roses, 
U|K>n \Yif cheek, ihon Ji>es ihy winning smile ; 
Wbefp rlusler (ray ^ooi humiir. hope, simplkilf. 
With feelings tntt, uodear ihee suH to me. 



ilM A FRIEND'S ALBUM, 



On her departure for Alton. 



Thoagh far away thy destined path, 

1 hy gentle spirit oft will be 
With me, amid ' the world of flowers. 

Whose varitfd chatiiis will mind of thee. 

The blushing rose will warmly speak' ' 
Of love's t>wn beauiy m thy heart ; 

While the meek lily of the vale. 
In prai^ of* 'thee wflbclann her parU* 

And other lovely floWr^ts rare. 
With gcace and tenderness: replete^ 

\\ varied gif , shall vie to show 
'ihecharm:i that in thy spirit meet. 

AbI image forih. as from thy hand 
Their pictured forms are given toTiew; 

11* 



The ptirily of heaii itnil mind 

Thai those who setk, will Gnd in 700^. 

80 ihat, though distanl far you wend. 
By other semes and jovb posscsseii, 

ThtDknot ihnt ihou'li/'tr^o'/rn be. 
Ah DO I — Flowers ^hboe ibee in nif breasL. 



TO J. S. G. 



What's kpener than a douiitominda ihat (eel? 
Hot ihc slUeito wiiJi its Iwo-edgcd zeal, 
Khaks-pecr. 

This first Rose of Puminer, To Jarcd I send 
Wit'i i» soul of sweet perfun;e opleftd, Tor afrjendr 
Whu unwillingly planted ihe ihornof oiTenca 
Where to iDounJ or 10 inJMre cuuld be but itrelence^ 

Ciimposed wl;h ibpvjloiiiy or a rhaa^ht a mmntet- 
I crave fargicencii for ihefavll named in il. 

EtHLiiATiciu Mabx^ 



TO Ntt^S E.xsr^ 



With a c isket of roses, cnnt \Wint a pressed ro86 from thfr 

Scotch Egbotine. 



Come, borwy btish. canst thou afford* 
A wreath to grace fair Be<?sy's brow 

On this bright morn, when Hope and Joy 
Both smiling wait |^er nupiial voW ?? 

If not a modest bud I'd crave, 
Just to adorn her genii' brea?t ; 

Believe me, while 'lis bloommg there- 
Twill deem iiseltby thee caressed. ~ 

** Rut she 'S fairer than the rose. 
For wham this early gift's de-issued ;: 

SlolheJ with the beauty of the soul, 
And glo.y of the cultured mmd*. 



re TO MISS E. 0. 

Then glad I viclJ my lairesi pride. 
To grace llie luvvly villiige maid, 

The vir uous only piize mv charms, 
'Ibe viituous ualy woulJ I aid'' 

Then come my bonny liiile bud. 

From ufftby Scoiiitih parent iree. 
And shen:he iby iliurn, and seek the bride, 

And bia kir very hSfpy be .' 

Love's precious peffume breathe around 
Her you hful, blooming, bapjiy form ; 

Ami wiih ihy sweit simplicity 

The modest, blushing bride adorn. 

And with ihce lake n ciiskct rare, 

Wbcrt Ihuu ii'r years cansi be enshrined. 

And n'hiTe, iliy preiienl task faltilltd, 
Tliou ever inuekly wilt remind— 

'1' hnl ntiplial love ■wi\',\f preserred — 
Keiiiin iis be»my and perlmiie — 

Wdl clict;r in lire atiiJ southo in death, 
Ai'd bloum aguiu beyond lito luiub. - 



AOOktSS 



•To *the Winter of lW2l 



]H3r8terio!i9' Winter !; IteaiMiful ascn?e ! 
Thou eom^t in; Buch strange ]uveHavs8jof'<( 

. Aiiiliiig(60 ^Jand, :wi(h even rii5^8milcs^— 
So like thy sister ^'ummer, with her train 

lOftigentle zephyrs.and soft, suuoy hoars— 
The : very, bods ope their sweei lipa to meet 
Thy povekkiss-'taDd quvsiionv ait tboU ISpiixBgl 
Ye9#'eVatbe:bird8^wiihcaK»l^, gtad^fts :tho9S 
Which-welcorr^her, in vemu\ nioDtfH,-daceixr#dM»i? 
Bend tVom their sunny 8we(*p touoi^them^ftbriit^ 
Too soon, alas ! bright creatures, nil too soon ; 
To ncistie in thy fair, ioviiing breast. 

;Xb0iigh barren of the bliss might utrrture llMUL. 

And where is^she-^that cold, majestic QueUD^ 
In ermin^d r^bes and royal jew(«ic/ ; 



AliOftKM 



Frowning and ehntte, u-ireruiin And sfrera-— 
Who enit wiih \Hnop uf b'liMVout gNtbVing windi^'' 
And gloomy ^ii^rna, with Aerco regiilui chargedf 
Held tyrant cuiiMrf oVr iIjc tiiioilicr* d i«rtk, 
And tramplod widely with ihcir iirgh ) forrt ? 
Oh! when) in »ht; 7 hi'clare. if ihou doat know ; 
And who ihou an, that raltiily thuit ufeur|t*ft 
Tbo throne, for forty ywn Vw knuwn bor moomt 
For infancy inquirifii of tun thy nntiic*, 
And where, tin; icy feiu"'«. piercing dartt, 
And mow, it wont to({r«*rt.- For nn for thct. 
With fr(M»t'Cfi{i»('d (rarineiitii, lightly frtngod witbgri 
At gcnik* morn nnd ifV4» ihou quuthnthVt, 
In rosy ven-hhi'llii, ed^^M with huiiiiiih*d gold ; 
Or vofi on fl }i*cy cIuuJm, Mt KApphire dfip^ ht, 
Floale^t at nwm : or. ftcrrem'd ^ly^nilrery vril 
LookVt umilint; ihroujcli : whil»' n.t deep noidnigblll koi 
Magnificently 'couchf«d/ A tKora^ oft 
Wri*aihc« her pimrl handenu. round thy f right gomVkW 
And hnrmleMi ligbtnini(ft nmnelef* trip around ; 
Wliile, hrii(hrntiig n their jo>% (new luxnry,) 
SilencAs and WHrnith* wide waving hlnit around, 
l^entl timid toril*, i* ifrtinrfhrn-'d, n\ .d^o-iif l^rtb. 
To join ihvir happy, thou;{h half doubtful traim 

Oh ! if indeed ihouVi Wintifr, ihnU'difguffed 
In ehamiM, firnn^it riviNh'il from thy »i«!ort brifbf ; 
'Twifro maivi'l. didVi ihou know t'iyf><'irihf wbtlf f 
An on ihi' eveof marrrt|/n ? we would aak. 
With ihn grand Jihow of bvat^y and of low 7 



dl ns the 9ezre\ ani w/!l o^uirJ it aare, 

gtaieful token ot ibe bliss voucbsaied : 
NT tbou hasi wun us by thy ccm»taiii charm. 
It if thy secret h^u would st hoard, reveal 
I imppri 4iQto us, its task for man. 
rt givea.;|is type pf that eternii^l dawn, 
r prophecy /preto.'d,— besought by faith ; 

hen wint'ry deaih, eiiclmmed, ^all ykkl hit powtr 
ad ransomed life reign in immortal spring? 
r is*t the evt.r glorious smile of heaven, 
Miming through ihee, apknowledgment of Iove« 
Mr man*s vast efibrt to abolish crime ? 

h! blessed Minister of things divine! 

lyhtenous Agent of ihe King of Kings. 

niari to us the knowledge of th> ways; 

ioish the darkness that our sins create, 

Ad beaVi-nly light pour on our waking minds» 

3m icy fe<ters from our hearts unhiiul. 

^hat streams of love may fructify the pouI. 

)li ! HS with livin<; fire touch our co'd lips, 

Ind burning words shall breathe; ha!low our thoughts; 

)ar perverse wills subdue ; our passioas curb ; 

knJ consecrate our spirits unto thee. 

Ihen dove-like Peace, with olive branch a^rena, 

iiinV awful delup:e past) shall fold her wings 

^ tliiA f»ir earih through thy great grace renewed ; 

i^nd kiiowleilge, universal as the seas, 

^Oe taith. o.ie worship, and one heart uni^e, 

1q beau y, strength, and lovelines**. to form 

^ holy te.iiple for the Living God ! 



THE GARTER, 



"To himihai evil iliinks, 
Tbeduom of evil be," 
But juUgnicnt so severe. 
Dear Friend, be far from ihcet 

Th.1t rofa) ban, has ranked 
TLe Giiner wuh lliu Slar, 
Anil now, by knighthooJ graced), 
False iibame is baatslicil far. 

Then you H-ilIiuiliiisdaia 
T' ncccfil ihis simple bojo, 
An rarocsE cnrly given 
Of EOinclbing btllcr soon. 

My Ijdlt- haods have plied 
Tlifir daily las'i, lu show 
The love I boar lo ihee— 
The graiidido I one. 



rUM GARTER. 133 

And as I older grow. 

And sense to me is gireny 
111 strive thy love to win» 

And more» the love of heaven. 

A ringlet of my hair, 

A Rose, of love the sign, 
With a Forg^-me-noti 

For thee I do entwine. 

^Simple the gift I ween, 

But well the heart can ptifee^ 
In this coid worldv the mgOt 

Of Lore'* aweet eaovedl^ia^ 

Then, bear me in thy mind. 

When distant) o'er the sea^ 
And my young heart winstill^ 

l«ift up a prayer dot th^ 
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Go, tell hep ihat I love her. 

Though sadness weighs my heart. 
And ofi-times steals ihe momenta 
That love hath sol apart ; 

Tell her— the love I bear her 
1 Icnon' nut how io oarae, 

A tenderness of spirit — 
A pure etherial Jlame — 

That Dererrasls a shadow, 
Bwt constant, warm, and bright. 

Diffuses e'eJ o'er sadness, 
A glimmeriog of delight ! 

Back, to the Fount of beauty 

It wins my straying soui. 
As to the devious wanderer. 

The beacon of the poie 



to t.. i. % 135 



Rereals that higher glory- 
Beyond this darkened sphere 

Image of Truth eternal, 
Of love perfected there I 



AT SUNSET. 



Whence comes this lovely breeze. 

Mysteriously given ? 
it fans the face of earth. 

With hliss derived from heaven. 

tt soothes the languid frame, 
As grace revives the soul ; 

And all that live and breathe 
Joy in its blessed control 



ONE LOVELY NIGHT* 



The moon isnp ! The glorious slars awaie. 

The silv'ry clouds, in homage smile around. 

Or, as solt fleecy flocks, repose afar, 

O'ei the broad beautilul that meets the eye ! 

A fancy type, of the imconscions fold, 

1q calm repose npon thy waicliful plain, 

Ob ! glory lighted, peaceful Galilee, 

Yes, such a night has harmonies deep felt. 

Mysterious influences, working strange, 

Beyond earth's purest ken, or happiest theme. 

Back, Id the quiet chambers of the sool. 

In the lone palhoa of ihe silent hour. 

Throng risions of the past ; with seraph wings 

Vibrate the silver chord, and music wake ; 

While sacred love, ber balmy oil soft poars. 

O'er all the outward garments of the eoal. 

And streaming down, sooihea into perfect peace ! 

Ah ! then 'tis bliss, at such an hour to launch 
"^n life's imnifQed lake — the solemn past : 



ONB LOVELY NIQHT. 137 

Glide soft to shores, the homes of young delighty 
That in the distance, gleam through memory's haze, 
As golden islets, shrined in silvVy mist : 
There hail companions, erst the souls beloved, 
All in etherial beauty, pale and bright. 
That welcome give with tenderest caress ; 
Feel the soft pressure of their gentle kiss ; 
List the low, dulcet sounds we joyed to hear ; 
And now in music, to the soul they breathe — 
" The future seek, we shadow but that land. 
Exuberant with delight, we urge you win." 

Then up, for we are children of the day. 
Nor fond be dreaming of the ; perished past ; 
Though beautiful its radiance o'er the soul, 
Its vesper glory yields to heaven's bright prime / 



ON READING A DESCRIPTION. 



Why need we visit Italy, 
Since Byron has been there ? 

Mirrored so strong on his bright mind 
'Tis now reflected every where ! 
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SONNET. 



To Mrs. C. H*» 



As some sweet streamlel, verging to Ihe sea. 

Glides soft meandering through ihe quiet grasH, 

Verdure bright springing, where its constant paS9, 

A tidiien beauty, careless eyes scarce see; 

Oft courting (oo, ihe humblest llowers that be. 

The modest lihes with theit siainless Test 

To nestle genial on its placid breast. 

And yield their emblem incense pure and free ! 

So. thou, in duty's path dost meekly move. 

Untiring, thoughtless of thyself or praise ; 

Ah! wbomay say, how loved by those who prore- 

The blissful influence of thy tender ways 1 

O gentle Spirit, on Ihe future's breast 

Serenely peaceful be thy welcome rest.' 






THE CAMERA OBSCUItA, 



Ifhich was situated on Brooklyn Heigftts^^nfttr-Pierrepont-st. 

July, 1841. 



Will you visit the Camera ? 

Fray tell me what it is ? 
It stands so unpretending, 

With uninviting phiz ; 

IVe wondered oft its olSject, 
Deemed it some petty show. 

Its price so v6ry trivial-^ 
Men judge by that, you Icnow. 

Oh, shamfe that 80 mucli beauty. 
Because 'tis pearl-like hid. 

Finds few to search its value. 
Or meet its simple bid. 



THE CAME a A OBPCWli. 

It stands indeed a miBt'iy, 
The uQiutored to surprUe — 

Stands, in ilsealm piiilosophy. 
To charm initiate eyes. 

Wiihia its shaded casket, 
ii. golden circlet shines; — 

Nature and Art's espousal, 
Gemmed from their purest mineE 

The I^un, his diamond signet 
Sets on ihe waters bright, 

And emeiTild with sapphire, 
Tiie eaith and hcarena imite. 

Wroaglit in with nicest chase-work. 

The topaz, jasper shine, 
While amethyst and ruby 

The precious work combine. 

Hues of the rainbow, glowing 
With heaven'E own lustre bright — 

Shadows ot day, fraught flying. 
Entrancing to iho sight ; 

Though with a softened glory. 
As when the lovely queen 

Slepsin before her consort, 
To g-aze upon earth's scene. * 



ttediils^A (OactSRki 141 

And ytet another tressare, 

Enidiritied in beauty lies ; 
An in/ant landscape, cradled 

From its fair mother's eyes; 

Expressly her own imager 

Each softened feature glows 
With youth, with living freshness^ 

All beauty and repose^ 

Its gentle respiration 

But adds a charm divine i 
Oh lovely* loi^ely picture ! 

Would I could make it minei 

Ah ! vain thy pencilf Mary, 

Motion it may'nt convey ; 
Here skies are constant changing^ 

And lights and shadows play* 

They trip it 6*er the landscap6» 

Light^wavingtoand fro. 
Others so gradual stealing) 

Tis scarce perceived they 



Save, that their faithful 'diats, 
Mark time'^ sure stealthy pace'; 

Of may the tude destroyer. 
Long spare tbe'beaQte(ni8)^t&ee< 



THE CAME B A OB^CBKA• 

But words perhaps may readier 
BEScribe ibe enchaniing scene. 

Thai long will refl in memory 
As some svvcm pensive dream. 

See ! glancing froni job ferry. 
That soulbern aieomcr glide ; 

Her parlJDg incense offered — 
Her silv'iy track shoots wide 

Across ihc waters pBihiess, 
Save one, ihe roeJ to iighif 

That now in diamond lustre, 
Gleams oo ihe dazzled i^igbt; 

She moves— a ihing of nrdor, 
Insiinci Willi lilb mid grace; 

And eviT busy, bu^y, 

Swifl hius from place lo place, 

Bui look 1 the river's teeming 
With urgent panting things, 

And oiher sprigiilly creaturts. 
With snowy wnving wings, 

That sweep her ripply surface, 
That open to the sun, 

Now rise, now sink now flutter. 
Or challenged swirtly run. 



the'camei^a dSSCtTBA. 143 

The breezes catch their streamers, 

And frolic in the air ; 
Think not ye they're beautiful 

As summer insects are ? 

They light upon the Islands — 

The brig lit bay's verdant bowers. 
As bees with matin fervor. 

Breast to the dewy flowers ; 

Or roam the river's margin, 

Their own exclusive range, 
Or lounging, careless, loiter, 

Or gaily shift and change. 

But lo ! the circling city. 

In sunlight and repose. 
As though a fractured rainbow. 

Athwart the waters rose — 

Whose broken shafts seem altars 

Ascending to the skies ! 
Or palaces aerial. 

That from its ruins rise. 

Ahl loth's the thought to harbor. 

Of fancy even to dream, 
So beautiful a vision 

Were other than it seem ! 



14f THE C&MEBA DESCUSA. 

Again the scene is changing ; 

And soft '. what have we heie.-l 
A bank — some trees — a mini 

In Bummer garb appear- 
But ah ! whose chanued pencil 

Portrayed the living scene. 
Where trees are gently waving,. 

And sun and shfidows stieao). 1 , 

So CTBi ihe wizard's mirror. 

By Bupersiition graced, 
TJie distant future catching. 

More faint, but faithful trace4.1 

And tell me, what's this ruin. 

O'er which the willows bend , 
With moumlul londneBs clasping,, 

As tliough ii gbrincd a friend I 

Old mansion, ihou art sacred ! 

For once a preseoce shone f 
More noble than a monarch's,] 

Within thy humble dome. 

That light from heaven vouchs>fe4n%, 
Has glorious past away. 

And ihou by hisi'ry hallowed. 
Art sinking to decay. 



TflB CAMERA OBSCUHA. 145 

Now peaceful herds are grazing. 

Here on the quiet sod. 
Where once war's roarshallM terrors, 

Wiih keayy footsteps trod. 

They form a group of beauty, 

Which Sfeldom greets the eye ; 
A Claude had viewed enraptured, 

Surpassed, his skill laid by. 

As round they're gently straying. 

In attitudes of grace. 
They lend a charm domestic — 

A genius to the place. 

Soft through their leafy shelter, 

The^un rays intervene ; 
Chequer with shady color. 

Or coat in silken sheen. 

Sut bless me ! say, what is it. 

That sudden starts to view ? 
From out the canvass centre, 

A figure coming through ? 

A tiny beauteous figure — . 

The poetry of thought, 
Emerging through the vista, 

With life and radiance fraught, 

13 
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THE CjIMERA ORSCUKO. 

See ! gaily ii adrances. 
And fcitlomng in irarnr 

A Iroop of merry urcliios. 
The mvisbed seuee eachain; 

Another, and another — 

Th* canvass glows wiih life ! 
Throw by tby pen, my Mary, 

Vain thi unequal strife 

To shadow brlh this gallery 
Of paintings rich and rare ;■ 

Nature, her own true limner, 
Admiaa ua ilval tbeie !. 

Saguerreo skill In d'awfng. 

She laughing tets at naught — 
" I picwre with the rainbow. 
But me they have not caught 

To hold in Eerrile daiance. 
Fettered by earthly iritr^ 

Cbild of the sun, I hover, 
Aikd piciuie when he smiles." 

Then viKit the Camera. ; 

I urge you Tisii soon, 
"While the charming vision's 'ques 

Within lis cage-like toora. 



i'or soon 'twill hvaselen wamdt r, 

A tenant of tke air ; 
Its home transferred $ will gamer 

But nougkt so passing fair! 

Ye who reTere old masters — 
Delight their works to see* 

Can yon defer a moment. 
Such feast iniitmg ye I 

And artists, poets, painter^-* 
Children of sight and song, 

t woo yon to its shadow. 
Pray tarry not too long. 

Ytst, itt #fc</re MM ^th fiit«t 
Or who of beatnty drtiiitii; 

Nature and art invite ye — 
Their pledge they wUl redeem* 

The ownec, lee,«SEgTng, 
Will gladly welcome give ; 

And while to yon His pfeasnrei 
TiiMmit iMU live! 



* Havin^tke appearanee as ia an ecfipse of tha wot. 

t Th^ jredectioa of tke soo's rays upon the water, yiaibla ^y 
int&^m^riBfodk. 

% AHades to the old .Orphan Asyhnsi, T«ptttted to kaTe bee« 
once Tisited or inhabited, daring the revolutionary war, by 
General Washington ; with how much truth the writer cannot 
vouch. 

§ The Cam^nt Obsctti^ Was tfinin shotily to leretaAnfcid flora 
Pieirei>ont street to the junction of Fulton aicui Clinton straets. 



CHARfTV. 

Saggfsirf by some receat public ereats.= 



All! ■' why so sad perpleied *" 
The paih was plain (he gospel poiuled om. 
Sure all could tead ihe test. 

If an offence doih come, — 
Jiiiidly ihy brolber seek — his ta.a1t porliay, 
Vel firmly charge i! home. 

So if aright arraigned, 
Thy moiive plainly sewi— his ftull he own, 
A bralhpr llidu hast gained. 

Tis then that joy begins! 
Who saves a itml troni death, ihrcogh lore, doth tbiI 
A multitude of sins. 

Bill if his pen-erse will, 
Refuse the Iruih lo see, wiih proud disdain. 
Kindly pursue i( sti!),— 
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CHARITY. 149 

iiiid with thee winnsss take, 
A few, whoee zeal may serrete more •r wia* 
Or help eonfkdoa make. 

Then if ke Jkeed met fe^ 

The Chureh toform, whese sacred prayerfiii foree. 
May CMMBt him. see. 

For clftfrtktt I6l^, xfeW HI 
Wrought to his neighbor or demised kis fall-* 
Or ever can or wilL 

T>&ip fixed #ifMn the sbtft. 

Of eyery man, i^ ckaritfi nie^ ^t» 

The 6eitos5iieiice to c<»itr(>lr 

And to refuse is sin ; 
What we would have our netghhonr do to tts. 
The same we owe to him. 

Who act a dlSerent part- 
Are warned the gospel law ef lore to leaiillf, 
And search tke treaehVotis heart. 

For on this earthly sod. 
Who lovetk not his brother whom he sees, 
Can never lore his God ! 
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ONE WINDY NIGHT. 



The mighi)" wipils wiili their leirific voice, 
Sw-pec searching through ihe avenues of Epmce, 
Rousinailhe sitrni oighi wiih shiinking iear— 
Trembling beaealli ibe mysleiy of iheir powei- 
Ucii', lasliJDg into (arf oceaa's -waves. 
Til! life if crnsbcd nriihin ihe struggle fierce, 
Tlierr. [•rone lo canb — the B^iaied earih — 
Till' smcisy fortel urilbing etTDOgtr, beodsi 
Or Lcttj ibp araUnf lie c-a ^umbeita^ peace '. 
Tbrn tiulvl nun wiih limid conseieDCc, finds 
ISi': hopen«r«»r(-tF saTe wiitb Uis hand 
Wii^' wifUs iht'u diMiilfnl force l» punfy. 
The lUi^tfi P*<t oinjiiprc«eDt God, 
Wh'iip single «>»<-« tia call ibem calmlr off, 
ThiJuifh as ebklcil Stt^Ja in h« [lie's fierce aCajr, 
Tor ra<lI«s)A. (ai in ihc nonh iatat; 
Wtiilr ransomed carih tobb npwitJi gloponi mik 



LIFE. 



Life, soon we part ! thy current flows all sluggish through 

my veins, 
And palsies every springing hope of good for what remains 
The generous thought, no ready act amhitioulsly fulfils. 
But hope deferred, with withering blight, each bud o^ 

promise kills. 

Pve threaded long the weary maze of thy enticing fold. 
And Marah's waters often drank from chalices of gold 
Have bent to pluck the fragrant flower decked with its 

morning gem. 
And keen received the insidious dart from its all- wound- 
ing stem. 

Tis meet we part — I've loved thee long, with loo intens^ 

a love, 
To prejudice of higher joys alluring from above ; 
For thou hast nothing to appease the thirst my spirit fills, 
Nor balm to heal, nor skill to cure its complicated ills. 
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Then mourn I not thy swift declm», viih sorroirs tvol* 

leu higb ; 
They serve from earili to wean toy heart, had lif^ it to tba 

When here repose I seek to find, they gently pierce my tide 
Adittonishiog they're wisely sent, a spur as home I guide' 

For sure there is a higher bliss, whose germ within ibi 

Awuresof bcauiy, truth and loTe—of hope's perfected part 
AsEurcs the triune emblem bow, that mocks the grasp o f 

A glorious vision ! ever fills eternity sublime .' 

Oh holy Faith '. this embryo keep unscaihed hy earth's 

dull rust, 
To bloom in Paradise love's flower — a heaven-recover* d 

And Thou, whose highest gift ia faith — faith ia thy cuSi^ 

irg Son, J 

In life — in death — ettrnally " thy holy will be dont .'" I 



ON HEARING BIRDS 8IN(ji< 



From sweet sleep refreshed they spring. 
Mounted high on joyful wing, 
Lore's glad carol hear theol sing i 
Earth's low joys beneath thetn lie. 
Unheeded by their raptured eye, 
Piercing the bright, the deep blue sky ! 

Oh my soul ! thy lesson win — 
Soar aloft to honor him, 
And to sound God's praise begin. 
Far above the world be seen, 
Unruffled by its passing dream- 
In glory clad, with peaceful mein. 

Then like them thou'lt pass away, 
Not waiting for the gloomy day, 
Nor with the slightest wish to stay ; 
And when the dismal winter's past, 
Hope to love resigned at Ust, 
In bliss, for aye, thy lot be cast. 



SIR ROGER DE COVEfttV} 

Oil, MAKING THE MOST OF A DANCB. 



Sir Hfjger de Coverlyi 
Thou quaint old English aamet 
Which Bentis the fancy baclt apace, 
'JSrath Time's broad arch, to parlia 
The joyg, that sprang In ihy famed p 
And, DDward alill, in joyous chate, 
Give England honeel fame ; 
Her holidays^ 
Her roundelays — 
With merry plays. 
And feaiive ways, 
The heart to cheer, 
And make home dear. 
By varied gsme ; 
And gira ii life 
For aitive strife^ 



^ 
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As on it roll. 
To meet the goal — 
Its proper aim. 

Sir Roger de Coverlj^ 
Thou rare old English dance— r 
When thou across the waters spe^t 
By gallant Barb£Tt, faithful led,* 
'^eath heaven's blue arch wide o^^piiM^ 
While siurging waters music shed^ 
It was a happy chance ! 
Thy shiitings hright-r- 
Thy chasings lighl^- 
Thy ardent plight. 
With feath'ry flight. 
Of youth and age, 
Of gay uid sage, — 

With short and mil, 
And ^reat and small-— 
A lesson page 
For life's dull age — 
And joy to all. 

Sir Roger de Coverly, 
Thou picturest m^ny things .;-r 
While those can race. 
With merry face. 
The dance to grace, 
Quick take their place. 
In lines of light, 



Bo SIB B0G8K DE COTEEIT-' 

All fair If. sea, I 

Willi bfaui]' bright, 
('Twiit you aad me ; ) .| 

Dance, dnuce. ihe music tmgi. 
With gracffjl courl'ries proHered right, 
Th« disluul corners now unile 
la love I'Xcliiinges, iwih and bright 
As mett'or^ glnndng on the eight, 

Or birds wiih varitd wings. 
As UamvF, that tuwnrils each olbei bias 
As ligbi's swift interchanging rays — 
Ot as tb' nurorB Eliifiing plays. 
Or flying shoitles thread tlie maze, 
Alhwall, each pariner springs. 

Sir Koger de Coverly, 
Now coines iby frolic cbnoge ; 
W itii love's coquetry, two soon stait 
Ai one, in motion bond and bfari, 
Adowii the dance — then sudiien part. 
And afipr each the dancers dart 

la airy rsngr. 
As $herp itiai follow still in train. 
As shadows swift fly o'er ihe plain. 
Or drops jiur^ue descending lain. 
Of slrriaiiias^rarkie to the main, 
Wiib jocund skip. 
They liizhily trip 
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To win the place. 
The foremost trace. 

Nor wonder istrange ! 

Sir Roger de Coverly, 
Thou happy dance indeed ! 
As parted lovers fondly greet, 
The leaders at the summit meet, 
And, joining hands in union sweet, 

(The riddle read) 
The arch of love is formed coinplete- 
For those to pass. 
Each youth and lass. 
As they unite, 
And bending light 
As osier reed, 
A whirlpool ferm, 
As bees that swarm. 
Or snow-wreath storm ; 
Though here all warm. 
From charming speed. 

Sir Roger de Coverly, 
My song is nearly done! 
Who seek delight 
I fain invite ; 
Come see the sight, 
All fairy bright. 
As through they peep, 

14 
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And ander creep, 

Then fwih ihey ran 
Like blosanus shook from off Uie lr>« ; 
Like clouds ilial fiom a focus dee. 
Or waters iiruggliiig to be free, 
Wilh music's soul of UissfDl gief^ 

'Mid clioicett fun ; 
Lifee bubbles "dancing on Ihe pooJ, 
Like fpaiks from oiT the bUcksmilh's tool, 
Oi cbildrea glad released from scbw^ 
Wiih frolic gkc.al 'scaping role. 

And task well done. 
As birds, whose flult'ring wings tmbind ; 
As feathers loosed before the wind: 
As thoughts escapiug from the mind. 
Their fiiv'rite precincts where to hud — 

See, see [hem ran ! 
As spreading circles kiss the shore. 
As wanderers hail their home once mwe. 
With chipper paco 
They win I he place, 
A Gilpin race 
Thai ends the chace 

Where 'iwas begtia. 

' I may err In niiribniiog lo Ml 

iving restored Id il, its BDphoni- 



TO CA^THAaiNE. 



A perishaMe p^ 
To trmce uRdfUig' tiiMiglltttpMit 
And tender lo^ mg^gek 

To brMhe ivtatiwrec ati^ }m> tolA^ 
Though b^ th» iMi« dft^<fete^ 

The blissful miHgllttgt 0^ oufe»«ou]s* 
In friendiliip' at tkij mph^ 

As eveaiiig^ ifeilciii vinibi^ Ai^ 

Emerges sofb in htav^u 

A kin Ar^ sj^ivit^ gllMetli Ibvtk 

To sooth mj spiril g4>rak 

And wlien the moon as seraph, floats 
O'er night's blue depths serene* 

C^mes there a thought of one held dear 
T9 bright eartk^s gloomy Bceaoe. 



16s TO A RtMB. 

Ah, peerless flowor ! thj odoui Beems.with saluted Tirtne 

To eatih a tfpeof holy Joy irom yon bright region sent j 
Combining with that purltywbich. man's IdbI bliss resioi'd, 
Oh, may I hope to be forgiven if slightly thon'tl adored. 

Adored OS from His glorious hand whose touch mich 

beauty breathes— 
Who framed the wide mysterious band that soul and 

sireeiness wreathes. 
To me ihou'st been a joy most pure — a pleasure to the 

And ever may thy breath revive my gratitude to Him. 

In yourb's glad day, when all was bright beyond the tho'i 

of cbangE, 
How jrjynus to my view you sprang, as on I loved to range ■ 
And wbeomy heart, in riper years, knew friendship's 

suuihing powec, 
Sweet was ihe converse, sweet the bliss, within thy 

blooming bower. 

I loved thee with a lover's warmth, still wore thee neat 

And loiiiiil ray pillow Iragrant strewn, my dreams with 

I hie hod part, 
BU'iii ^viih my life thou seeiiist to have been, a shorei ia 

its joys, 
And (Io»ri?t, dearer far to me, than all its shining tc^s. 



TO A ltO«S« 



of Flowers. 



Swd«t flilWet!' irh&t ttteittodelr of Ate'isMt wit&S^ Ihy 

fragrance lie 
Of dSays, df seetiie^ df Jd3f!8, dT fr^ls^ tltkt ISShtWtt Mare 

gone by, 
Scenes when the dazzling raya of Mo^» 1^1^ o'er tny 

spirit plkydPy 
And friends whose precious tfcrthiftil h^ of earth an 

Eden made. 

Sure thou in paradise didst bloom — thes» dri«k thy rosy 



As thy pure incense nerer cloys, but fmh«^ enchanting, 

tfuo» 
Its sweetness lives, when all thy form of loveliness is gone 
a ehord of te&dec bliss Uke* nui^c'a m^moi^ tone* 

14* 



TO MARY. 



'* The heart is made too senBitive, 

Life's daily ills to bear : 
It beats in music—but it beats 

Beneath a deep despair. 

It never meets the love it paints — 
The bliss for which it pines. 

Too much of heaven is in the faith 
That such a heart enshrines !" 

L. £. L. 



Oh, child of son^ and sentiment ! 

Unlike the world around — 
Whose depths of hidden tenderness 

Kone may attempt to sound : 

May that bright heaven attract thee, 
Capacious as thy claims ; 

The only satisfaction 

Can meet thy spirit^s aims ! 



TO MART. 

Earth's joys are bound with sadness, 
And bleed at every pore ; 

The blossom and the fruit reveal 
Th' unsoundness at the core. 

Then plume thy soul's dropt pinions- 
Soar upward to the skies, 

"Where's beauty and effulgence. 
With love that never dies ! 

Oh, Gracious Spirit ! aid her — 
Sustain the fainting wings, 

Till at life's chrystal portals 
She blissful sweetly sings ! 

The angel choir rejoicing. 

Quick catch the gladsome strain ; 
And bursts of glorious minstrelsy 

Receive thy guardian train ! 



TO MRS. J. B . 



As on my life has glided 

Th^ generous rricnd ship still, 

_HaB ever prompt regatded 
The sigli of grief or ill. 

While oft ihy mild &ce comeili 

To shed a peacelul lig-bl, 
O'er pain's sad wearying hour 

Or ihaughtful nakbg night. 

Thy moral courage fervent. 
The world may not control, 

Conunandiog admiration r 
The lustre of the soul. 

And though our faiths may differ 
Our hearts will still combine. 
To walk the fields of Nature 
Where love's bright sunbeams dune. 
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And may their happy influence, 
Bring forth the fruit of joy, 

To thee, and thine, beloved. 
Where pleasures never cloy. 

While still my heart will treasure. 
The memory of thy love 

Though gratitude the token 
For me alone to prove ! 



IMPROMPTU. 



As the funeral of Miss S. D*««**)r was passing. 



Yes, bom for heaven, short time she bloomed 
Here in this darksome vale of tears, 
!ro show what flowers beyond the tomb. 
Shall flourish through perennial years ! 
Yes, sweetest flower, thus early plucked 
From life's soon withering, fading tree. 
All that is beautiful and pure 
Will but be monitors of thee. 



A SONNET. 



TO FRIENDSHIP. 



Oh, generous friendship ! much to thee I owe — 
Crown of my life — a rivulet of joy ; 
Weahh, to whose tribute, what a paltry toy ! 
As on life-long has been thy current's flow, 
Yielding broad pleasures, selfish breasts ne'er know, 
I sure might praise thee — a most sweet employ — 
Rehearse the treasures I from thee enjoy, 
Till contemplation wrought a fervent, glow : 
But ah; my muse ! the task defies thy skill. 
Though in my heart a pictured mirror lies. 
Of gentle deeds— of tender acts of love. 
Which oft the quiet hours with rapture fill. 
Yet once exposed, its fractured image flies 
While sad Td mourn the void, as widowed dove. 



FOR A VALENTINE. 



*V^tli a vignette of Doves, drinking from a F^untaia, ipaanad 

by a Kaiabow. 



Jnst as the sparkling fountains upward riWy 
O'er earth's tnagnetic force towards the skies. 
So genius, taste, and love to mortals given. 
Exalt the soul to antepast of heaven. 
Peace, hope, and joy their influence comhine, 
Happy the heart where these have made their shiiae. 

Let man not rashly deem these joys his own, 
And hanish woman from his heart, — her throne — 
Woman's the source of earthly love and she akne ! 



•'''y^v 
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A R E P L V, 



If love divine inflame lliy erring- breast, 

The aigli need never, nerer be represt. 

That sigh high hearen-ward ardent sends the breatb. 

And rcasoa aids it till the sigh oi death. 

Ah, why should conlesi such as thine mainldined, ■ 

Cause earthlj" love to triumph unrestrained. 

While reason with a heaTen-imparied voice 

Condemna that love, and bids ihee fix thy choice 

On Him, whose love immeasureably dear, 

Died for lliy life, repressing every fear. 

Ah, yes ! and when all earthly love has passed away, 

That love shaUflourish bright through Edea's blissful day. 



THE BOY. 



On reading the anecdote of Walter. Scott's first evidenen 
of genius to his mother. He was gassing at a thunder-cloud— 
his mother called— he did not heed, but gave his apology for 
disobedience, in a few pencilled verses, which his delishted 
mother treasured as the first ray of hope for her cnild9 tiU 
then esteemed a dullard. 



The boy looks up, his splrit*s in the clouds, 
Nor earthly call he heeds, his Father speaks. 
And immortality within his soul 
Electric kindling drinks his ^irit up. 
He listens and he feels ! and seems that cloud, 
Majestic rolling o'er his thought-raised brow. 
An image of himself. So in its rise. 
Leaden and joyless, lio bright promise beams, 
Save when the sudden transient gleam reveals 
Its inward treasures to the observant eye! 
But when the zenith's gained^ what glory bursts 
In fearful splendor o'er a gazing world. 
Confounding by its ik)wer man^s finite sfght 
And light and darkness vivid picturing forth, 



(73 THE Bor. 

While DOiioM her^og rapon scattered 9f 
Sent with u force that thunder* on ibe ear, 
And quils the dazzled searcher's cnrioai ken 
Bidding the tmobUng muI iu ceuKieEce toMt 



IN AN ALSLTM. 



This book may chronicte, I loo have been 

Within the charm of Ihy bright social home, 
And dead this heart must be, and moist eye dim. 
Ere I forget thee, whereso'er I roam. 



TO DREAM ON. 



Dream of life's t 

And may the dream prote true ; 
And erer through liie's wildemeaa, 

Fiesh roses bloom for you. 



VALENTINE. 



Love has many whims, they say, 
A roguish lad and full of play» 
iNe'er content with quiet ease 
Cani^pt choose hut loves to tease. 
An aid in woqia^i now he'll &kl 
Shafts to wh^t and shafts to bind ; 
"^'eaching where to send jihem best ; 
Ere this leap year sink to rest 
Right through Berlin's heart send one, 

Eirigtit eyed glances bear it on ; 
Ere the wound has time to heal, 
Reach another will make him feel 
Love has power to wound and bless, 
In woman is found love's tenderness, ' 
Never then slight her best redress. 



W 



SangertieB ! Wesi-Poini ! ye are names thai bear 
A charmed apell, my lingering fancy fllb — 
The burning glory shot upon your hills — 
The dolphin changes of your dying year, 
God's splendid unclion poured out, wide and Bear T 
What a deep lone its silence soil instils. 
As sircaming down it balhes the soul it llirills — 
The mystery of death, entrancing' Jh ere. 
Why round earth's fading couch does Beauty wreathe 
Such mingling graces — such luxuriant charms 1 
Light's cuiblem-twine encircling her clear brow ! 
Docs not the Type a hopeful language breathe i 
Life's glowing embryo Spring, emerged, pale death di»- 

To lure through his cold bourn, my soul, such btiUiu' 



APosTOLic>c ecclesia: 



Awaken, ob Zion ! arise in thy beauty* 

Put on thy glad vestments, bright Joy of the earth! 

Look forth as the morning, 

The day is fast dawning, 
When thou of thy travail, shall view a new birth» 

Night's shadows lay o'er thee, night's shadows so dreary. 
Thy form ana thy comeliness might not be seen. 

But light, is soft streaming. 

The dayWr is beaming, 
Arise in thy beauty, O earth's brightest Queen. 

See, see, they are coming, in crowds they are comingr 
To win thy bright summits, how ardent they strain ; 

The dark valley leaving, 

Where's sorrow and grieving, 
To dwell with her loveliness — Light of the main. 

Then spread thy fair bosom, abundantly swelling. 
To lure from destruction the souls on its brink ; 



.4 
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Ur^e ihem fly to the mourKain — 
The ala-cleaQsiiig fountaiD, 
Where's safety and life, or alaa ! they must aink ! 

For ihou art replenished with all ihioga delightful ^ 
Man's sorrows to heal, and his apiriia lo cheer — 

With thee is full measure. 

The life-giving treasure. 
Which received in heart-faith brings eternity here. 

Then arise in thy splendor — arise in ihy glory ! 
Thou Biarof time's ocean, bright halo o'er earth ; 

The Bridegroom is cheering'. 

The glad hour fast Hearing, 
Viiiea Nations shall yield with blest joy to thy hirih! 



IN THE ALBUM OF A PUPIL. 



May joys, swoet smiling friend, ihy sieps besirevv, 

Such as thy ftiend and guardian hest may deem ; 

For oft in rugged ways spring those most true. 

And bloom for heaven, where dearth and darkness seem. 



J 



THE SILVAN WATER. 



GREENWOOD CEMETERY 



L|^ me not there ! Oh, 'tis too gloomy, far — 

Of fearful beauty is that lonely dell. 

Which the bruised heart of man had better shunt 

For there temptation lurks, the spirit's worst, 

At grief's deep-sinking hout : and ah, I pray. 

Who seeks thy haunts, false hope, in quest of peace^ 

His ministering angel may be near. 

And mild Religion, with her heaven-lit brow, 

To soothe the mourner — radiate the scene^ 

For Melancholy, lonely maid, shall com e 

With pallid gleaming face, to woo thy shades; 

And listless loose her tresses dank, and bare 

Her pent up bosom to the cooling breeze. 

And hold communion with the silent dead. 

And pine with thoughts that prey upon the 8oal-« 

Her fitncy listening with anearthy joy, 
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To the wild music of the midnight wind — 
Chanting its dirge funereal, high, among 
The rombre-waring, mournful-sobbing trees ; 
While Madness from the thicket, glaring round, 
Mysterious beckons with a solemn awe, 
To fancy-conjured spirits to attend. 
And stealthy follow on — a naked search — 
The trackless mazes of his wildered brain. 

While at the dismal ghost-awaking hour, 
Is heard the sudden plunge-— the hills attest 
And solemn toll upon the ear of time ! 
Morbid Despair's long brooded, fearful act. 
That shuts life's portal— ah, to enter where ? 
While darting through the shrouded gloom, aghast. 
Dire Tragedy, her garments streaming blood. 
And agony's cold sweat at every pore. 
Pierces the stillness with her horrid shriek. 
That holds life's current [stagnant at its source — 
A chilly horror creeping through the veins ! 
Lj% me not there ! . 

But on the green bill side. 
Where first delightful morn opes her bright eye. 
Darting sweet sunM^iicffom each happy glance. 
Where the gay breezes from their billowy sleep, 
Romp with tfa.e melody-awaking trees. 
Shaking the diamonds from t)ie sparkling grass- 
The clover rousing from jits balmy rest — , . 
Searching the shady nooks for flowrets coy, 
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To waft their perfume on the wing-faiined air ; ' 

Where early Industry its matins pours, 

And brisk young Eicercise rejoicing halts — 

There let me lie ! " 

WJiere Noon repose? calm, 

'Neath emerald canopyjher choral hymn, 

Grateful for shelter Irom all-scorching heat, 

Disposing genial to the joy of rest. 

And charm of holy thought, the type can trace. 

And where, as day's glad close all welcome comes, 

Fond mutual Love seek the soft shade ^ chaste, r^LCotr 

Unconscious child! I ood happy gamhol near, 

And intdnl innocence upon my turf. 

Confiding pillow its life-bJoommg cheek. 

Its golden tresses twining with the grass ; 

While ardeiit Piety its blessing breathes — 

A double benison its gracious gift. 

And where my ashes lie, to mark the spot, 
A simple cross be seen, my sign of hope, 
And token of my pain-accompanied li/ie ; 
With one wild rose to c'asp with martyr grace. 
And breathe a language from my silent tomb — 
A sacred hist'ry to the eye of faith ! 
A glowing fire from every petal bean* 
A burning blush, for every bleeding wound 
Its constant fragrance a " Remember Me," 
Till Ue« the Sun of Righteousness arise, 
Whose emblem form its shining disc unfolds. 
Yes, Mentor Rose ! breathe fervent when I'm dead ; 



* The corolla of the rose has properly but five leaves. 
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And nif^ry Cross, thy silent vesper raise 

ThelsAt foad glances of day'sgloriousoib 

Casting Ihy shadow o'er my quiet grare. 

To sanctify aod bless — dispersing ill ; 

While wlvery Twilight from ter purple um 

Pours balmy tears, and the ethereal Moon 

In solemn beauly sheds her pensive rays. 

There in their own celestial halo bright 

May guardian angels ever horVing near 

Fold their soft pinions (what a blissful thought !) 

Shelt'iing my grave, as sweetly they converse 

(The charmed night list'ning) of Redeeming Love. 

There, dust to dust, sacred, ray body lie — 

To meekly wait the Resurrection Morn ! 



% 
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